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REMARKS. 



Plays of fonner times were written to be read, not 
seen. Dramatic authors succeeded in their aim ; their 
works were placed in libraries, and the theatres were 
deserted. — Now, plays are written to be seen, not 
read — and present authors gain their views ; for they, 
and the managers, are enriched, and the theatres 
crowded. 

To be both seen and read, at the present day, is a 
degree of honour, which, perhaps, not one comic dra* 
matist can wholly boast, except Shakspeare. Exclusive 
of his, scarcely any of the very best comedies of tho 
best of former bards will now attract an audience : 
yet the genius of ancient writers was assisted by va- 
rious tales, for plots, of which they have deprived the 
modems; they had, besides, the privilege to write 
without either political or moral restraint. Uncurbed 
by law or delicacy, they wrote at random ; and at 
random wrote some pages worthy posterity — but^along 
with these, they produced others, which disgrace the 
age that reprints and circulates them. 
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4 REMARKS. 

It might be deemed suspicious to insinuate, that, 
those persons, perhaps, who so vehemently exclaim 
against modern dramas, give up with reluctance 
the old prerogative, of listening to wit and repartee, 
which would make the refined hearer of the present 
day blush, and the moral auditor shudder. 

To those, who can wisely bear with the faults of 
their own time, nor think all that is good is gone by, 
the representation of the present comedy will give high 
entertainment ; particularly in those scenes in which 
Vapid is concerned. — Reynolds could hardly mistake 
drawing a fdthfiil portrait of this character, for it is 
said — ^he sat for himself. 

Yet those, who expect to be highly delighted with 
'^ The Dramatist,^' must bring with them to the 
theatre a proper acquaintance vrith the stage, and 
also of its power over certain of its votaries. 

If attraction, if bursts of applause, and still les» 
equivocal approbation, bursts of laughter, constitute 
perfect success to a comic writer, Mr. Reynolds, in 
this, as well as in other of bis comedies, has been pre- 
eminently successful. 

In this comedy, however, and, perhaps, in one or 
two more he has written, there is an obstacle to his 
independent merit as an author-^€Ui obstacle which 
too many dramatic writers willingly place in their 
path to lasting reputation. He has written for one 
particular actor to support his play — Lewis — more 
worthy to be thus considered than almost any other 
performer: but here, his very skill gives the alarm — 
for Lewis possesses such unafiectcd spirit on the 



Gt^e, a kind of vivid fire, which tern' 'lesquc 

with nature, or nature with burlesqu 'PP''y' 

that it cannot be hoped any other man will eiisily 
support those characters written purposely fur him. 

Be that as it may — when Reynolds can no more 
enliven a theatre by his Dramatist, this comedy will 
grow dull in excellent company — for Congreve's 
" Way ofthe World," was hissed, it is said, from a Lon- 
d4»i stage, ihe last time it was acted, for insipidity. 
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DRAMATIST. 



ACT THE nRST. 



SCEKE I. 



Th Chraoe. — ^Lady WaitforVs Bome, 

Enter Mariankx, and Letty, from the House. 

Mori. But I tell you I will come out — I didn't 
come to Bath to be confined, nor I won't — I hate all 
their company, but sweet Miss Courtney's. 

Lettif. I declare. Miss Marianne, you grow worse 
and worse every day, your country manners will b^ 
the ruin of you. 

Mart, Don't you talk about that, Letty — It was a 
shame to bring me up in .the country — if I had been 
properly taken care of, I might have done great 
things — J might Jiave married the poet I danced 
with at the ball — ^But it's all over now. — I shall 
never get a husband, and, what's worse, my aunt did 
it OD purpose. — She ruined me, Letty^ that nobody 
deeinii^t. 



9 THE DRAMATIST. [aCT I. 

Letiy. How you talk ?-^I hope Miss . Courtney 
hasn't taught you all this. 

Mart. No, — she's a dear creature, — she has taught 
me many things ; but nothing improper, I'm sure. 

Letty. Pray has she taught you why she never plays 
any tune but the one we heard just now ? 

A/art. Yes — and if you'll keep it a secret, I'll tell 
you, Letty ; Mr. Harry Neville taught it her last 
summer, — and now she is always playing it, because it 
puts her in mind of the dear man ; — ^when it is ended, 
don't you observe how she sighs from the bottom of 
her dear little heart f 

Letty, Why, I thought they had quarrelled ? 

Jlfort. So they have — she won't sec him, and I be- 
lieve my aunt. Lady Waitfor't, has been the occasion 
of it ; — ^poor Mr. Ne\nlle ! — I wish I could assist him, 
for indeed, Letty, I always pity any body that is 
crossed in love — it may be one's own case one day or 
other you know. 

Letty. True — and for the same reason, I suppose, 
you rejoice when it is successful — I'm sure now the 
intended marria^ of Lady Waitfor't and Lord Scratch 
gives you great pleasure. 

Man. What! the countr}' gentleman who has lately 
come to his title ? No, if you'll believe me, I don t 
like him at all, — he's a sour old fellow — is always 
abusing our sex, and thinks there is only one good 
woman under Heaven : — now, Fm sure that*s a mis- 



take, for I know I'm a good woman, and I think, 
Letty* you are another. 

Letty, Yes, — ^I hope so, though I confess I think 
your aunt a better than either of us. 

MarL More shame for vou — she b a woman of 
sentiment, and hums you over with her flourishes 
about purity, and fisdings. — ^Feelings! — £utb, she 
ought to be ihiMed of licrsdf— no otho' woman 
would f* aacr. 

Xr ■ iheMaiwwttMiofnitiWb 
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and can% Jielp feeling for the vices and misfortunes of 
others. 

Mart. Then why can't she do as I have done, Letty ? 
keep her feelings to herself — ^if I had given way 
to them, half so much as she has — Oh Lord ! I don t 
know what might have been the consequence. 

Letttf. For shame ! You never hear Lady Waitfort 
speak ill of any body. 

Man. No.-^How should she ? when she talks of 
nobody but herself. 

Letty. Welly your opinion is of little weight ; my 
Lord sees her merit, and is come to Bath on pur- 
pose to marry her — ^he thinks her a prodigy of good- 



Mart. Then pray let him have her — every fool 
knows so, to be sure he does, Letty, that a prodigy of 
goodness is a very rare thing; — but when he nnds 
ber out ! — ^faith, it will be a rare joke, when he finds 
her out. 

Letty. Shameful, Miss Marianne ! do speak a little 
intelligibly, and remember your aunt's favourite ob- 
servation. 

Mart. What is it ? — I have forgot. 

Letty, That good sentiments are always plain. 

Mart. Yes, — so are good women, — bid her, remem- 
ber that, Letty. . 

Letty. Hush : — say no more — ^here sUVcomes, and 
Mr. Willoughby with her. 

Mart. Ay — that man is always with her of late — 
but come, Letty, let's get out of their way — ^let's take 
a walk, and look at the beaux. 

Letty. The beaux ! ah, I see you long to become 
a woman of fashion. 

Mart. No— though I hate the country, I never will 
become a woman of fashion — I know too well what it 
is to do many things one don't like, and 'faith, while 
there is such real pleasure in following my own incli- 
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nations^ I see no reason why, merely out oCfiuhioiiy I 

should be obliged to copy other people's. > 

[Exiif with Lettt. 

Enter Lady Waitfor't and Willoughbt, 

Ladtf. [To Seryavt.] When my lord returns, tell 
him I'm gone to Lady Walton's, and shall be back im- 
mediately. 

JVilL Then your ladyship is certain Harry Neville 
is arrived. 

Ladtf, Yes — the ungrateful man arrived last night, 
and as I vet mean to consult his happiness, I have 
written to him to come to me this evening— 4>ut I will 
ever oppose his^ union with my lord's ward, Louisa • 
Courtney, because I think it will be the ruin of them 
both ; and you know, Willoughby, one cannot forget 
one's feelings on those occasions. 

Will. Certainly — £lnnui, the time-killer, whose only 
bubiness in life is to murder the hour, is also just ar- 
rived ; and my Lord is resolved on his marrying Louisa 
instantly. 

Lad^, True — and only because hell make a quiet 
member for his brother in the west. But for Yarious 
reasons I am determined she shall be yours — ^yet it 
must be done artfully — my circumstances are de- 
ranged, and an alliance with my Lord Scratch is the 
only hope of relief. — Such are the fruits of virtue, 
Willoughby. 

Will, Well — ^but her fortune is entirely dependent 
on my Lord^s consent, and how is that to be obtained ? 
You know I am no favourite, and Ennui is a great 
one. 

Lady, I know it, and therefore we must incense 
him against Ennui — ^let me see— can't we contrive 
some mode, — some little ingenious story — he is a 
singular character you know, and has violen; preju* 
dices. 



SCIVE I.] THE DRAMATIST. 11 

WiU, Trae— and of all his prejudices, none is so 
vicdenty or entertaining^ as that against authors and "^ 
actors. 

Lady. Yes, — the stage is his aversion, and some 

way or other 1 have it~it^s an odd thought, but 

may do much — suppose we tell him, Ennui has writ- 
ten a play. 

Will. The luckiest thought in the world I — ^it will 
make him hate him directly. 

Lady. Well, leave it to me — I'll explain the matter 
to him myself, — and my life on't it proves successful. 
You see, Willoughby, my only system is to promote 
happiness. 

WiU. It is indeed. Lady Waitfor't— but if this 
fiuls, may I stiU hope for your interest with Miss 
Courtney? 

La^. Yes — I'm determined she shall be yours, and 
neither Neville's, nor Ennui's. — But come, it's late — 
iiere he is. 

WiU. Well get rid of him. 

Enter Ennui. 

Lady. Mr. Ennui, your most obedient — we are 
going to the Parade — have you seen your cousin Ne- 
ville ? 

EMmd. I've an idea — Fve just left him. 

Lady. I suppose we shall see you at Lady Walton's 
this evening ? — till when, adieu. 

[Eixmf Lahy Waitfor't and Willoughby. 

Enmti. I've an idea, I don't like this Lady Waitfoi't 
— she wishes to trick me out of my match with Miss 
Courtney, and if I could trick her in return — [Takes 
cut his toaich,] How goes the enemy?— only one o'clock! 
— I thought it had been that, an hour ago :*<— heigho ! 
— here's my patron. Lord Scratch. 

Enter Lord Scratch. 
Lord. What a wonderful virtue is the art of hear- 
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ifig ! — may I die, if a listener be found any where :— 
Zounds ! am not I a peer, and don't I talk by preroga- 
tive?— -and if I mayn't talk ten times as much «» an- 
other person, what's the use of my peerage? 

Etmui. I've an idea — I don't comprehend you« 

Lord. That fellow Neville wouldn't hear a word I 
had to say : — abandoned young dog : — he's come to 
Bath to invent tales against that divinity, Lady Wait- 
for't, again, I suppose — but my ward, Louisa, shall be 
put out of his power for ever — she shall marry you to- 
morrow. 

Ennui, In fact — I always forgot to give your lord- 
ship joy of your title, though not of your dress. 

Jjord, Not of my dress ! — ay, ay ; — that's the diflfe- 
roncc — ^you poor devils, in humble life, are ' obliged 
to dress well, to look like gentlemen — we peers, may 
dress as we please — [Looking at his xvatck.] but I 
shall lose my appointments — past two o'clock. 

Ennui. Past two o'clock ! — delightful ! 

Lord, Delightful ! — ^what, at your old tricks. 

Ennui. I'd an idea — ^it had been only one. 

Lord. And you're delighted because it's an hour 
later ? 

Ennui. To be sure I am — my dear friend, to be sure 
I am — the enemy has lost a limb. 

Lord, So you're happy because you're an hour 
nearer the other world ? — tell me now — do you wish 
to die? 

Ennui, No,-^But I wish somebody would invent a 
new mode of killing time^ in fact, I think I've found 
one — private actings 

Lord, Acting ! — ^never talk to me about thests^e — 
I detest a theatre, and every thing that belongs to it ; 
and if ever — but no matter — 1 must to Lady Waitfor't, 
and prevail on her to marry me at the same time you 
marry my ward. — But, remember our agreement — 
you arc to settle your estate on Louisa, and I am to 
bring you into parliament. 
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■ 

Emmi-Inhicifl fsompnhaid — ImtoliealMuer, 
iiidiiotaqpealar. 

iMrdm ^mJ^ct:— if jofQ open your moiidiy the 
Chiltarn Himdreds is your portioiiw — Lookje — you 
m to be led qniedy to the rig^tside— to sleep dming 
die defaele — g^ve a nod.for yoitr fote^ — and. in every 
leqpccty move like a mandnrioy at my command ; — 
in short, yon aie to be a mandarin member. — So, 
fueyoamitOlwerre both married. [Eaai. 

Emmm^ Fve an idea, hereTs Nerille. — ^In fiu^— he 
knovrMMrthing of my marmng Louisa, nor shall hci^ 
tBl afta die happy day. — Strai^ nevrs, Neville. 

EMier Nstilijk. 

JTev. Fve heard it all. Loaisai{ going to be mar- 
lied ; bat to whom, I know not, — and my Lord per- 
aists in his fiUal attachment to Lady Waitnx't. 

JBbMii. In &ct— Why fiiital ? 

Nev, Because it is the source of every mischief. — 
While she maintains h^ power over him, I have no 
hope of love or fortune : — when my fiuher died, he 
left his estate to my brother, relying on my lord pro- 
viding for me — and now, how he deserts me ; — and 
all owing to the artifices of an insidious woman. 

Ennui. Fve an idea, I comprehend her motive — 
she loves you. 

Nev- Yes, 'tis too plain — and, because I would not 
listen to her advances, she has ruined me in my uncle's 
opinion, and degraded me in Louisa's ; — but 1 will 
see Miss Courtney herself — I will hear my doom from 
her own mouth ; and if she avoids me, I will leave 
her, and this country, for ever. 

Enter Peter. 

Peter. A letter, sir. 

Nev. Without direction I^-What can it mean ? 
Pet. Sir, 'tis from Lady Waitfoi't— The servant, 
who brou^t it, said, her ladyship had reasons for nc* 

c 
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directing it, which she would explain to you, when 
she saw you. [Exit, 

Nev, Oh, the old stratagem : — as it is not directed' 
she may swear it was designed for another person. 

Sir^ [Reads. 

I hceoe heard of your arrival at Batk, and, 
strange as my conduct may appear^ I think it a duty I 
owe to the virtuous part of mankind, to promote their 
happiness as much as I can ; I have long beheld your 
merit, and long wished to encourage it, — I shall be at 
home at six this evening. Yours, 

A. Waitfor't. ' 

Ennui, In fact — a very sentimental assignation, 
that would do as well for any other man. 

Nev, If I show it to my lord, I know his bigotry is 
such, that he would, as usual, only suppose it a trick 
of my own — the more cause there is to condemn, the 
more he approves. 

Ennui. IVe an idea, he's incomprehensible. — In 
fact — ^who have we here ? 

Nev. As I live, Vapid, the dramatic author — he is 
come to Bath to pick up characters, I suppose. 

Ennui, In fact — ^pick up ! 

Nev, Yes — he has the ardor scribendi upon him so 
strong, that he would rather >ou'd ask him to write 
an epilogue to a new play, than offer him your whole 
estate — the theatre is his world, in which are includ- 
ed all his hopes and wishes. — In short, he is a dra- 
matic maniac. And to such an extent does he carry 
his folly, that if he were not the best natured fellow in 
the world, every body would kick him out of doors. 

Ennui, Has he not a share of vanity in his compo- 
sition? 

Nev. Oh yes — ^he &ncies himself a great favourite 
with the women. 

Ennui, Then Fve an idea — IVe got a thought, by 
«wbicli yD\L may revenge yourself on Lady Wai^or't— 
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in £&ct — give him the letter— 4iell certainly believe 'tis 
meant for himself. 

Nev. My dear friendi ten thousand thanks ! — Well 
flatter his vanity, by persuading him she is young and 
beautiful, and my life on't it does wonders; — but, 
hushy he comes. 

Enter Vapid. 

Nev. Vapid ! I rejoice Jto see you, — ^tis a long time 
since we met ; give me leave to introduce you to a par- 
ticular friend of mine — Mr. Ennui — Mr. Vapid. 

Ennui. IVe an idea — ^you do me honour — Mr, Vapid, 
I shall be proud to be better acquainted with you — 
in fact — any thing of consequence stirring in the 
fiuhionable or political world } 

V4qnd, Some whispers about a new pantomime, sir, 
•—nothing else. 

Neo. And Tm afiuid in the present scarcity of good 
writers, we have little else to expect. — Pray, Vapid, 
how is the present dearth of genius to be accounted 
for ; particularly dramatic genius ? 

Fia^.Why,as to dramatic genius, sir, thefactisthi« 
—to give a true picture of life, a man should enter into 
all its scenes, — should follow nature, sir — but modern 
authors plunder from one another — ^the mere shades of 
shadows. — Now, sir, for my part, I dive into the 
world — I search the heart of man; — ^'tis true I'm 
called a rake — but, upon my soul, I only game, drink, 
and intrigue, that I may be better able to dramatize 
each particular scene. 

Nev. A good excuse for profligacy. — But tell me, 
Vapid, have you got any new characters since you 
came to Bath ? 

Vapid. Faith, only two— and those not very new 
cithen 

Ennui. In fact — ^may we ask what they are? 

Vapid. If you don't write. 

Nev. No, we certainly do not. 

c2 
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Vapid. Then 111 tell you : — ^The first is a charitable 
divine, who, in the weighty consideration how he 
shall best lavish his generosity, never bestows it at all: 
— and the other is a cautious apothecary, who, in de- 
termining which of two medicines is best for his 
patient, lets him die for want of assistance. — ^You 
understand me, I think, this last will do something, 
eh? 

Ennui, We an idea — the apothecary would cut a 
good figure in a comedy. 

Veqttd, A comedy! pshaw! I mean him for a 
tragedy. 

Ennui. In fact — I don't comprehend, nor, possibly^ 
the town. 

Vapid. I know it — ^that's the very thing — harkye, 
I've found out a secret — ^what every body under- 
stands, nobody approves ; and people always applaud 
most, where they least comprehend. — ^There is a re- 
finement, sir, in appearing to understand thing^s in- 
comprehensible—else whence arises the pleasure at an 
opera, a private play, or a speech in parliament ? why, 
'tis the mystery m all these things — ^tis the desire to 
find out what nobody else can — to be thought wiser 
than others — therefore — ^you take me — the apothecaiy 
is the hero of my tragedy. 

Nev, Faith, there' is some reason is all this — and 
I'm amazed ^e have so many writers for the stage. 

Vapid. So am I — and I think FU write no more for 
an ungrateful public — ^you don't know any body that 
has a play coming out, do you ? 

Nev. No— why do you ask ? 

Vapid. He'll want an epilogue you know, that's 
all. 

Nev. Why, you won't write him one, will you? 

Vapid. 1 1 oh Lord ! no ; — but genius ought to be 
encouraged, and as he's a friend of yours, — what's 
the name of the play ? 
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Neo, I really don't know any body that has written 
one. 

Vapid. Yes — yes — ^you do. 

Neo. Upon my word, I do not — a cousin of mine, 
indeed, wrote one fur his amusement, but I don't think 
he could ever be prevailed on to produce it on the 
stage. 

Vapid. He prevailed on ! — the manager you mean 
— but what did you think of it? 

Neo. I never read it, but am told it is a good play 
— and if performed, Vapid, he will be proud of your 
assistance. 

Vapid, I speak in time, because it is material — 
many a dull play has been saved by a good epilogue. 

Isev, True — but I had almost forgot. — Why, Va- 
pid, the lady in the Grove, will enlarge your knowledge 
amazingly. 

Ennui. I've an idea — she's the pattern of perfec- 
tion. 

Neo, The paragon of beauty ! Ah, Vapid ! I would 
give worlds for the cold^t expression in this letter. 

Vapid, That letter! — ^what do you mean by that 
letter? 

Neo, And you really pretend not to know the young 
Lady Waitfor't? 

Vapid. No,: — I hav'n't spoke to a woman at Bath, 
•—but a sweet girl I danced with at the ball ; and who 
she is, by the Lord, I don't know. . 

Neo» Well, but, Vapid — young Lady Waitfor^t — 
she loves you to distraction. 

Vapid, As I hope for fame, I never heard her name 
before. 

Neo. Then she has heard yours, and admires your 
genius ; however, read the letter, and be satisfied she 
loves you. [Vapid reads, 

Arriml at Baik — dtUif I owe — virtuous part of man- 
kind — beheld your merit — xmh to encourage— wx this 
tvaung* — A. Waitfof^t — Grove. 

ca 
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Vapid, Yes, yes, it's plain enough now — she admires 
my talents ! — It isn't the first time, Neville, this has 
happened. — Sweet fond fool : — 111 go and prepare my- 
self directly. 

Nev. Ay do. Vapid, — shell be all on fire to sec 

you. 

Vapid. All on fire! I suppose so. — ^Write a play, 
Neville, write a play — ^yoU see the effect of the muses, 
and graces, when they unite — ^you see, Neville, you 

see but, hold, hold — how the devil came you by 

this letter ? 

Nev, That's true enough. [Aside,] Fll tell you — 
I was at her party last night, and on coming out of the 
room, she slipt it into my hand, and desired me to 
direct it, and give it to you. — She has often spoke to 
me in your favour, and I did you all the good I could 
— ^however, to be sure it's no mistake, ask the servant, 
who admits you, if the name at the bottom, is not her 
own handwriting. 

Vapid, Oh, no ! — OlS no mistake, — therels no doubt 
of the matter. — Write a play^ Neville, write a play 
— ^and charm the ladies, you dog ! — adieu ! [Exit. 

Ennui, I've an idea — if we've common fortune, this 
will do every thing. 

Nev, No, — Lady Waitfor't's arts are numberless — 
she is so perfect a hypocrite, that I even doubt her 
confessing her real sentiments to her minion Wil- 
lough by ; and when she does a bad action, she ever 
pretends 'tis from a good motive. 

Re-^rUer Vapid. 

Vapid, Gad, I forgot— you'll recollect the epilogue, 
Neville. 

Nev. Yes, — I'll write to my cousin to-day. 

Vapid. But, not a word of the love aflSsur to him — 
any whCre else indeed it might do one a service — but 
D^yer ^ »" ~ ^ 4iniMtiff nothor. 
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EnnuL In fact — why not, sir? 

Vdqnd, Because it may furnish a scene for a co- 
medy — I do it myself. — Indeed^ I think, the best part 
of an intrigue, is the hopes of incident, or stage effect 
— ^however, I can't stay. 

Nev. Nay, we'll walk wifli you — I, in pursuit of 
my brother — you, of your mistress. 

Vapid. Ay, Neville, there it is — ^now, do take my 
advice, and write a play — ^if any incident happens, 
remember, it is better to have written a damned play, 
than no play at all, — ^it snatches a man from obscu- 
rity — and -being particular, as this world goes, is a very 
great thing. 

Nto. But r confess I have no desire to get into 
print. 

Vapid, Get into print ! — ^pshaw !— every body gets 
into print, now. — Kings und quacks — ^peers and poets 
—bishops and boxers — ^tailors and trading justice*— 
can't go lower, you know — all get into print! — But 
we soar a little hi^er, — ^wehave privileges peculiar to 
ourselves. — Now, sir, I — I, for my part, can talk as I 
please, — say what I will, it is sure to excite mirth,— ^ 
for, supposing you don't laugh at my wit, I laugh my- 
self, Neville, and that makes every body else do the 
same — so allons ! 

Ennui. IVe an idea — no bad mode of routing the 
enemy. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



SCKKS I. 

An Apartment m Ladt WaitpoeVs Hatue^ — Too 

Qkaxn, 

Enter Vapid omf a Sk&taht. 

Sere. Sir, my lady will wait on you immedi* 
ately. 

Vapid. Harkye, sir, — ^Is this yotu^ lady of yours 
veiy handsome? 

Sero. Sir? 

Vapid, Is your young mistress, sir, very hand- 
some? 

Sero, Yes, sir, — my young mistress is thought a 
perfect beauty. 

Vapid, Charming! — What age do you reckon her? 

Sero. About twenty, sir. 

Vapid, The right interesting age ! and fond of the 
drama, I suppose ? 

Sero, Sir? 

Vapid, Very fond of plays, I presume ? 

Sero. Yes, sir, very fond of plays, or any thing re* 
lating to them. 

Vapid, Delightful! — ^now am I the happiest dog 
alive : — ^yes, yes. Vapid ! let the town damn your 
plays, the women will never desert you. [Seats him' 
self,'\ You needn't stay, sir. \Exit Servant.] That's 
a good sign, that fellow isn't used to this kind of bu- 
siness — so much the better-^-practice is the destruc- 
tion of lo ve y es, I shall indulge a beautiful woman, 
— gratify myself, and, perhaps, get the last scene for 
my unfinished comedy. 
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Enter Lady Waitfor't. 

Lady. Sir, your most obedient. 

Vqiid. Ma'am. [Bowing. 

Lady. Pray keep your seat, sir — I beg I mayn't 
disturb you. 

Vapid. By no means, ma'am, — give me leave — 
[Both sit.] Who the devil have we here? [Aside. 

Lady. I am told, sir, you havo business for Lady 
Waitfor^t. 

Vapid. Yes, ma'am — being my first appearance in 
that character, but I could wait whole hours for so 
beautiful a woman. 

Lady. Oh, sir! 

Vt^. Yes — I am no stranger to her charms 

sweet young creature ! 

Lady. Nay, dear sir, not so very young. 

Vapid. Your pardon, ma'am, — and her youth en* 
hances her other merits. — But) oh i she has one charm 
that surpasses all. 

Lady. Has she, sir ? — What may it be ? 

Vapid. Her passion for the stage. 

Lady. Sir? 

Vd^td. Yes, her passion for the stage ; that, in my 
mind, makes her the first of her sex. 

Lady. Sir, she has no passion for the stage. 

Vapid. Yes, yes, she has. 

Lady. But I protest she has not. 
' Vapd. But I declare and affirm it as a fact, she 
has a strong paission for the stage, and a violent at- 
tachment for all the people that belong to it. 

Lady, Sir, I don't understand you — explain. 

Vapid. Harkye, — we are alone — I promise it shall 
go no further, and I'll let you into a secret — I 
•know 

Lady. Well, what do you know ? 

Vapid. I know a certain dramatic author with whom 
she ^he had a letter from her this morning. 
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Lady. What? 

Vaptd. Yes, — an assignation — don't be alanned — 
the man may be depended on — he is safe — very safe ! 
— Long in the habit of intrigue — a good person too ! 
— a very good person indeed. 

Lady. Amazement! 

Vapid. [fVkispering her.] Harkye^ he means to make 
her happy in less than half an hour. 

Lady. [Ruing.] Sir, — do you know who you're 
talking to ?— do you know who I am ? 

Vapid. No, — ^how the devil should I ? 

Lady. Then know, I am Lady Waitfoi't. 

Vapid. You Lady Widtfoi^t? 

Lady. Yes, sir — the only Lady Waitfoi't ! 

Vapid. Mercy on me : — ^here's incident ! 

Lady. Yes, and I am convinced you were sent 
here by that traitor, Neville. — Speak, is he not your 
friend ? 

Foptd. Yes, ma'am : — I know Mr. Neville. — Uer^t 
equivoque ! 

Lady. This is some trick, some stratagem of 
his. — He gave you the letter to perplex and em- 
barrass me. 

Vapid. Gave the letter! 'gad, that's great. — ^Pray» 
ma'am, give me leave to ask you one question — Did 
you write to Mr. Neville i 

Lady. Yes, sir — to confess the truth, I did — ^but 
from motives-- 

Vi^pid, Stop, my dear ma'am, stop — I have it — 
now, let me be clear — ^first, you send him a letter ; 
is it not so ? yes : — ^then he gives it to me — ^very well: 
then I come (supposing you only twenty) mighty 
well ! — then you turn out ninety— charming ! — ^then 
comes the embarrassment: then the eclaircisement ! 
Oh 1 it's glorious ! — Give me your hand — ^you have 
atoned for every thing. 

Lady. Oh ! 1 owe all this to that villain, Neville-* 
I am not revengeful — ^but 'tis a weakness to -oidure 



SCEVB I.] THK OmAM ATItr. 99 

such repeated provocatioiis, and Fm cominced the 
mind, that too frequently forgives bad action^ will at 
last forget good ones. 

Vofiid. l^vo ! encore, encore — it is die veiy best 
sentiment I ever heard--say it again, pray say it 
again — 111 take it down, and blend it with the inci- 
dent, and yon shall be gratified one day or other with 
seeing the whole on the stage. — ^ The mind that too 
frequently forgives bad actions, will at last forget 
good ones.'' 

. [Taitn^ t^ down m 1m common place hook. 

hady. This madman's folly is not to be borne — 
if my Lord too should discover him [Vapid nt$^ 
and takes note»^ here, the consequences might be 
dreadful, and the scheme of Ennui's play all undone. 
— Sir, I desire youll quit my house immediately 
— Oh ! I'll be revenged, I'm determined. [Exit, 

Vapid. What a great exit ! ^Very well ! — I've 

got an incident, however. — Faith, I have noble 
talents — to extract gold from lead has been the toil 
of numberless philosophers : but 1 extract it from a 
baser metal, human frailty — Oh ! it's a great thing 
to be a dramatic genius ! — a very great thing indeed ! 

[As he is goings 

Enter Lord Scratch. 

Vapid, Sir, your most devoted. How d'ye do ? 

Lord. Sir, your most obedient. 

Vapid. Very warm tragedy weather, sir ! — but, for 
my part, I hate summer, and I'll tell you why, — the 
theatres are shut, and when I pass by their doors in 
an evening, it makes me melancholy — I look upon 
them as the tombs of departed friends that were wont 
to instruct and delight me — I don't know how you 
feel — ^perhaps you are not in my way. 

Lord. Sir! 

Vtqnd. Perhaps you don't write for the stage— if 
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you do» — barkye — ^there b a capital charactei in this 
liouae for a (arce. 

Lord. Why ! what is all this — ^who are you ? 

Vapid. Wh6 am If — here's a question! in th^se 
times who can tell who he is I — for ought I know I 
may be great uncle to yourself, or first cousin to Lady 
Waitfoi^ — the very woman I was about to — but no 
matter — since you're so very inquisitive, do you know 
who you are ? 

Lord. Lookye, sir, I am Lord Scratch. 

V&pid. A peer! pshaw! contemptible; — ^when I 
ask a man who he is, I don't want to know what are 
his titles, and such nonsense; no. Old Scratch, I 
want to know what he has written, when he had the 
curtain up, and whether he's a true son of the drama. 
— Harkye, don't make yourself uneasy on my ac- 
count — in my next pantomime, perhaps, 111 let you 
know who I am. Old Scratch. [Exit, 

Lord. Astonishing! can this be Lady Waitfor't's 
house — ^ Very warm tragedy weather, sir !* " In my 
next pantomime let you know who I am." — Gad, 
I must go and investigate the matter immediately, 
and if she has wronged me, by the blood of the 
Scratches, 111 bring the whole business before par- 
liament, make a speech ten hours long, reduce the 
price of opium, and set the nation in a lethargy. 

[Exit. 

SCENE II. 

A Library in Ladt WaitforVs House. — A sofa^ 

and two chairs. 

Enter Vapid. 

Vapid. Either this house is a labyrinth, or I, in 
reflecting on my incident, have forgot myself; for so 
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it is I can't find my way oot — who hare we km I — 
by the sixtielh ni^t, my little partner ! 

Enter Maeiahve, witk a book m ker hmd. 

Maru The poet I danced with l--he little thinks 
how much Fve thougjit of him since. — Sir! 

IQarttwimg, 

Vapid. Ma'am! [Bommg.] 
. Mori, I hope, sir, you cau^t no cold the other 
night ? 

Vapid. Noy ma'am, I was much nearer a fever than 
a cold. — Pray, ma'am, what is your study ? 
. Mori, 1 have been reading ^ All for I/>ve.' — Pray, 
sir, do you know any thing about plays ? 

Vapid. Know any thing about plays! — there's a 
question. 

Mart. I know so much about them, that I once 
acted at a private theatre. 

Vapid. Did you? Then you acted for your 
own amusement, and nobody's else: what was the 
play? 

mart. I can't tell. 

Vapid. Can't tell ! 

Mart, No, — nobody knew, — it's a way they have. 

Vapid. Then they never act a play of mine. — With 
all this partiality for the stage — perhaps you would 
be content with a dramatist for life — particularly if 
his morals were fine. 

Mori. Lord ! I don't care about fine morals — Fd 
rather my husband had fine teeth, — ^and I'm told most 
women of fashion are of the same opinion. 

Vapid. To be sure they are, — but could you really 
consent to run away with a poet. 

Maii. Faith — with all my heart — they never have 
any money, you know, and as I have none, our dis- 
tress would be complete ; and if we had any luck, our 
adventures would become public, and then we should 
get into a novel at last. 

D 
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Vajrid. Into a prison, more probably — if ihe goet 
on in this way, I must dramatise ber firsty— -and nm 
away with her afterwards. [Aside.] Come, are yon 
ready? 

Lad^ W. [Wkktmt.] Tell my lord, sir, 111 wait in 
the library. 

Mcuri. Oh lord ! my aunt, what's to be done? 

Vapid. What's to be done ! — why? 

Man. She mustn't find you here— shell be the 
death of us, she is so violent. 

Vapid. Well, I'm not afraid — she's no manager* 

Mori. If you have any pity for me — here — hide 
yourself for a moment behind this iofis, and III get 
her out of the room directly. 

Vapid. Behind this so£bi ! here's an incident ! 

Man. Nay — ^pray — she's here! come — quick ^— 
quick ! — 

[Vapid gets behind the sofa^ Makiavits 
sits on it, takes out her xoork bag, and b^ 
gins singing^---^ 

Mari. Toll de roll, &c. 

Enter Lady Waitpor't. 

Lady. Marianne, how came you here? I desire 
you'll leave the room directly. 

Mari. Leave the room, aunt ? 

Ladif. Yes, leave the room immediately — ^what are 
you looking at ? 

Man. Nothing, aunt, nothing — Lord ! lord ! what 
will become of poor, poor Mr. Poet ? [Exit. 

Lady. So— here's my lord — ^now to mention En- 
nui's plav, and if it does but prejudice him against 
him, Wifloughby marries Louisa, and Neville is in my 
own power. 

Enter Lord Scratch. 

Lord. That curst pantomime ruffian! nobody 
knows any thing about him — ^perhaps my lady has 



] 
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got a sudden touch of tlie dramatic mania, and pre- 
fera him — here she is — ^now if she should talk about 
the stage. 

Lady. Pray be seated, my lord — ^I want to ask yoa 
a favour. 

Lord. Ask me a fiivour! Is it possible? 

[They sU. 

Lady. Yes, for our friend Ennui — ^what do you 
think he has done? 

Lord. What? 

Lady. Turned author. — He has written a comedy. 

Lord. A comedy ! — she has it. 

Lady. Yes — ^it's very true, and it has been approved 
of by men of the first dramatic fiEune. 

Lord. Dramatic fame! she has it!— dam'me, she 
has it ! 

Lady. Nay, if you need further proof, my lord, 
it has been approved by the manager of one of 
the theatres, and the curtain is to draw up next 
winter. 

Lord. The curtain draw up ! — Lookye, madam, I 
care no more for the manager or his theatre 

Lady. Now, my lord, the favour I have to ask of 
you is this — ^promise me to peruse the play, make al- 
terations, and write the e pilogu e* 

Lord. The epilogue ! — 4^vd forefathers ! 

• ^ttr [Lady holds him. 
Lady. Ay, or the prologue. 

Lord. The prologue ! — blood and gunpowder I 

[Vapid comes from behind the sofa, and smacks 
him on the back. 
Vapid. Prologue or epilogue ! — I'm the man — I'll 
write you both. 

Lord. There he is again ! 

Lady. Oh ! I shall faint with vexation !— My lord, 
I desire you'll misinterpret nothing — every thing shall 
be explamed to you. — Marianne ! 

Lord. Here's the curtain up with a vengeance. 

D 2 
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Enter Mariakke. 

Ladtf. Answer me directly, how came that gen- 
tleman in this apartment ? I know it is some trick 
of yours. 

Vapid. [Coming down the stage,] To be sure, never 
any thing was so fortunate ! — ^upon my soul, I beg 
your pardon ; but, curse me, if I can help laughing, 
to think how lucky it was for you both I happened 
to be behind the sofa ! — ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Man, [As if taking the hint,] Faith, no more Can 
I — to be sure it was the luckiest thing in the world ! 
ka! ha! ha! 

[Here they both laugh loudy and point to wjf 
Lord, and Ladt Waitpor't, who stand 
between them in amazement. 

Lady, Sir, I insist you lay aside this levity, and in- 
stantly explain how you came in this room. 

Lord, Ay, sir, — explain. 

Vapid, Never fear, old lady — I'll bring you off, d^ 
pend on't. 

Lady, Bring me off, sir ! speak out, sir, how came 
you in this apartment ? 

Vapid, With all my heart. — ^By her ladyship's own 
appointment. 

Lady, My own irfHfetment! 1 shall run 

wild. ^P 

Vapid. To be sure you have hardly forgot your 
own hand writing. 

Lord, Her own hand writing ! — ^get on, sir, — I be- 
seech you, get on. 

Vapid, Why lookye, old Scratch, — ^you seem to 
be an admirer of this lad/s. — Now I think it my 
duty as a moral dramatist — a moral dramatist, sir, 
mark that— to expose hypocrisy — therefore, sir, there 
is the letter, read it, and be convinced of your 
error. 

Lord, Very well ; have you done, sir? — ^have you 
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done?— consider I'm a peer of the realm, and I shall 
die if I don't talk. 

Vapid. And now, sir, I must beg a, favour of you — 
TGet9 close to Ami.]— keep the whole affair secret, for 
if it gets hacknied, it loses its force. — ^To bring it all 
on the stage : hush ! say nothing — ^it will have a car 
pital effect, and brother bards will wonder where I 
stole it-^our situation will be wonderful — ^you hav'n't 
an idea how ridiculous you will look — ^you will laugh 
very much at yourself, I assure you. 

Lord. What is all this ? Well, now I will speak — 
111 wait no longer. 

Vapid. Yes, yes, I shall take care of you. — Fal- 
staff in the buck basket will be nothing to it— he was 
only the dupe of another man's wife, — youll be the 
dupe of your own, you know — ^^ think of that, Master 
Brook, think of that." Well, your servant. [Ejeit. 

Lord. He's gone without hearing me ! — then there's 
an end of every thing, for here 1 stand, once a bar- 
rister, — since a country gentleman, and now a peer ; 
and, though I've made twenty attempts to speak, I 
can't be heard a syllable, — ^mercy! what will this 
world come to ! A peer, and not be heard. 

Ladsf. My lord, — ^assured of my innocence, I have 
no doubt of justifying my own conduct, and even 
by means of that letter increasing your affection. — 
It was written to another person — ^your ungrateful 
nephew. 

Lord, My nephew ? 

Lad^. Yes, sir. — I could not perceive him losing 
the esteem of his friends, without having the desire 
to reclaim him — indeed, I knew no better mode of 
fulfilling my project, than by personally warning him 
of his situation. — For this purpose, I wrote that 
letter, and I never thought it would have been thus 
misused. — If there is any improper warmth in the 
expressions, it only proceeds from my anxiety of 

d3 
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cBsuring an intenriew. — I hopey sir, yoa are sa- 
tisfied. 

Lord Why, I bdieve yon, my lady ; and I should 
be periiectly satisfied if I could forget your passion 
for the stage, and that madman behind the softu 

L^, As to that, sir, this young lady can best in- 
form vou. — ^I desired him to leave the house an bour 



i. [Aside.] Fm afraid; my only way is to con- 

R^ all. — My lord, if I confess dbe truth, I hope you'll 
prevail on my aunt to forgive me. 

Lord, Tell what you know, and 111 answer for 
your forgiveness. 

A/art." Why, sir, I found die gentleman alone, and, 
not ha\ing had a ifie^-iHe a long time, I pressed 
him to stay, and, on bearii^ your vmce, I put bim 
behind the sofii, — that you might not thmk any 
thing had happened, — and, indeed, sir, nothing did 
happen — upon my word ba's as quiet, inoiensive n 
gentleman as yourself 

XonL My mrs are over ! Oh! you finished com^ 
position ! come to my arms, and whoi I suspect you 
again — [Cm^^ wmeL] — this curst cou^ it takes one 
so suddenly. 

Emter Enkvi. 



£«iiit. Fve an idea — Flonville is arrived — in fiict 
— I just now spoke to him. 

Lord, Floriville arrived ! — Come, my lady — let's go 
see what hb travels have done for him. — Harkye^ 
Ennui — prepare for your interview with Louisa, and 
remember you make a mandarin member. — Come, my 
lady — nay, never irritate your feelings. 

|^£jKiai^ LoKB OMd Lady. 

Afort. So — poor Mr. Neville is to lose Miss Court- 
ney. — Her present quarrd with him is so violoit, that 
she may many this idiot merely in revenge. — ^If I 
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could dupe him now, and insure her contempt. — 111 
try.-7-Mr. Ennui, have you seen your intended wife 
yet? 

Ennui, No. 

Mori. So I thought — ^why youll never please her 
while you remain as you arc.7— You must alter your 
manners. — She is all life ! — ill spirits ! — ^and loves a 
man the very opposite to you. 

EnnuL I've an idea Fm very sorry — in fact — ^how 
can I please her ? 

Mari. There's the difficulty — ^let me see — ^the sort 

of man sheprefers is ^you know Sir Harry Hustle? 

— a man all activity and confidence ! — ^who does every 
thing from fashion^ and glories in confessing it. 

Ennui. Sir Harry Hustle ? — ^in facU-— he's a modern 
blood of fashion. 

Mari> I know — that's the reason she likes him, and 
you must become the same, if you wish to win her 
afifection — a new dress — ^bold looks — ^a few oaths, and 
much swaggering, effects the business. [Ennui puts 
himself in attitudes.'} Ay, that's right, you are the 
very man already. 

Ennui. I'm a lad of fashion ! — eh, dam'me ! — I've 
an idea — I shall fall asleep in the midst of it. 

Mdri. No, no : — go about it directly — see Sir Hany 
Hustle, and study your conversation beforehand — 
but remember Louisa is so fond of fashion, that you 
can't boast too much of its vices and absurdities. 

Ennui. If virtue was the fashion, I should be vir- 
tuous ! — I should, dam'me ! 

. Mari. Ay, that's the very thing — ^well : — good bye, 
Mr. Ennui — success attend you— mind you talk 
enough. 

Ennui. Talk !— Ill talk till I fall asleep !— I will ! 
— ^anTme! 

[Exiif swaggering. — Marianne laughing. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 

A Saloon in Ladt WaitforVs House. 

Louisa discovered reading, 

Louisa, Heigho ! these poets are wonderfully tire* 
some — always on the same theme — ^nothing but love 
— Vm weary of it. [Lays down the book, and rises,} 
Ungenerous Neville ! how could he use me so cru- 
elly? to attempt to gain my affections, and then ad- 
dress another ? Lady Waitfor^t has convinced me of 
the factj-y-I can never forgive him : yet, I fear I love 
him still— y-well, 111 even go examine my heart, and 
determine whether I do love him or not. 

Enter Neville, as she is going out, 

Mr. Neville 1 — I thought, sir, I had desired we might 
never meet again. 

Nev, Tis true, madam, and I meant to obey your 
commands, hard as they were, implicitly obey them 
— but I came hither to welcome nty brother, and not 
to intrude on the happiness of her I am doomed to 
avoid. 

Louisa, If I remember, sir, truth was ever among 
the foremost of your virtues? 

Nev. Yes — and I am confident you have no rear 
son to doubt it—though you have cause to censure 
my presumption, you have none to suspect my 
fidelity. 

Louisa, Oh no! — I don't suspect your fidelity in 
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the least, but whea people are faitkful to itoore than 
one, you know, Mr. Neville 

Nev. I don't understand you, ma*am. 

Louisa, It is no matter, Mr. Neville-r-you may 
spare yourself any trouble in attempting to justi^ 
your conduct — I am perfectlysatisfied sir, 111 assure 
you. ^ [iS^oing* 

Nev, Oh, do not leave me in this anxious state ! — 
perhaps, this is the last time we shall ever meet; and 
to part thus, would embitter every future moment of 
my life. Indeed, I have no hopes that concern not 
your happiness — no wishes that relate not to your 
esteem. 

Louisa, Sir, — I will freely confess to you, had you 
shown the least perseverance in your affection, or sin- 
cerity in your behaviour, I could have heard your ad- 
dresses with pleasure — ^but to listen to them now, Mr. 
Neville, would be to approve a conduct my honour 
prompts me to resent, and my pride to despise. 

Nev, Then I am lost indeed! — Tis to the perfi- 
dious Lady Waitfor't, I owe all this my present 

Enter Ladt Waitfor't, behind, 

misery — ^my future pain — ^are all the product of her 
jealous rage ! — She is so vile an hypocrite, that — 

Lady. [Coming forward.^ Who is an hypocrite, sir? 

Nev. Madam ! 

Lady. Who is an hypocnte, sir ? answer me. 

Nev. Ask your own heart, that can best inform 

you. 

Lady. Tell mc, Mr. Neville, what have I done, 
that you dare insult me thus? 

Nev, What have you done! look on that lady, 
madam ; — there all my hopes and wishes were com- 
bined ! — ^There was the very summit of my bliss ! — I 
thought I had attained it; but, in the moment of my 
happiness, you came, crushed every hope, and baffl«a 
all my joys. 
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Ladjf. Upon my word, sir, yeiy romantic, — but I 
thank Heaven, I look for approbation in a better opi- 
nion than that of Mr. Neville's. 

Nev. T\% well you do, madam ; for, were I your 
judge, your punishment should be exemplary. — ^But 
I'll waste words no more — I only hope [To Louisa.] 
you, madam, are satisfied that one of my errors may 
at least be forgiven, and this last suspicion for ever 
blotted from your memory. 

Lady. Sir, — ^from that lad/s forgiveness you have 
nothing to expect — ^if she consents to pardon you, III 
take care my lord never sl\all. 

Neo. No^I do not hope for forgiveness — I have 
heard her determination ; and, cruel as it is, to that I 
must resign ; — she may be assured, I never will inr 
trude where I know I offend. 

Louisa. Do you then leave us, Mr. Neville ? 

Nev. Yes, madam, — and for ever! May you 

be as blest in the gratification of your hopes, as I 
have been wretched in the disappointment of mine. 

[Exit. 

Lady. Tyrant! I wish he had stayed to hear reason 
»— I hope he is not serious in leaving us. 

Louisa. You hope ! — Why, does it concern you ? 

Lady. Oh ! no further than from that general love 
I bear mankind. — You forget my feelings on these 
occasions, Louisa. 

Louisa. Yes, indeed — I have too much reason to 
attend to my own ! — Youll excuse me — I have parti- 
cular business — I'll return immediately. [Exit. 

Lady. Oh ! the cause of her confusion is evident — 
she loves him still — but they shall never meet again 
— I have already sent a letter to Willoughby, which 
imparts a scheme I have long cherished. My lord, in 
his anger about my stage mania, has forgot Ennui's 
play ; so, that there may be no bars to Willoughby's 
happiness, I am determined Louisa shall be his this 
very night. 
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Enter Lord Scratch. 

Lord. Here'$ a spectacle for a peer ! Floriville is 
below, and is returned from his travels a finished cox- 
comb. — ril not give him a farthing. *• 

Lady. Nay, my lord, periiaps you may be mis- 
taken. 

Lord. Mistaken ! no, — he has travelled not to see, 
but to say he had seen. 

Enter Marianne, with a French watch and chain. 

Mart, Oh, unclc-in-law ! look here- — I never saw 
any thing so elegant, in all my life. 

Lord. Whose present is this ? 

Mart. Whose! — ^why the sweet gentleman's just ar- 
rived from Italy. — Lord ! he's a dear man! — He has 
promised to do every thing for me — to get me a foi^ 
tune — ^to get me a husband— ^to get me a— 

Lord, Hush ! you don't know what you are talking 
about. 

Mart. Yes, but 1 do though — ^he has told me every 
thing — Lord ! I have heard such things! — Come here, 
near — [Lord Scratch gets dose to Aer.] get my 
aunt out of the room, and 111 tell you stories that 
shall make your old heart bound again ! Hush I do 
it quietly — I will, upon my honour. — ^What an old 
fool it is ! [Aside, 

Lady, Marianne, you mustn't listen to Mr. Flori- 
ville, — for travellers may persuade you into any thing 
— and many a woman has been ruined in one country, 
by being told it is the fashion in another. 

Lord. Here he comes : I see as plain as my peerage, 
I sha'n't keep my temper. 

Enter Floriville. 
Flor. Ladies, a thousand pardons, for not waiting or 
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you before, but this is the first vacant moment I have 
had, since my arrival in Bath. 

Mari. Sir, your coming at all, is taken as a very 
great compliment, Fll assure you. 

Ladi/. Leave the room immediately — ^no reply — ^I 
will be obeyed — \To Marianne, who exits.} Mr. 
Floriville, we are very happy to see you. 

Flor. Ma'am, you do me honour — ^my lord, whereas 
Harry ? — I thought to have found him here ; — ^what, 
he didn't choose to stay ? — so much the better — ^it 
shows he's not a man of ceremony — we do the same 
in Italy. But, harkye, uncle, — ^is this the lady I'm to 
call my aunt ? 

Lord. My gorge is rising ; I shall certainly do him a 
mischief. 

Flor. [Spying at her."] Rather experienced or so— a 
little antique, eh ! — however, the same motive that 
makes her a good aunt to me, wUl make her a good 
.wife to you — ^you understand me ? 

Lord. Dam'meif 1 do. 

Fhr. Well, well, no matter— come, I want to hear 
«very thing — to know what remarkable occurrences 
have happened since I left England. — Pray, Lady 
Waitfor't, inform me — do let me know every little 
circumstance. 

Lady. Rather, sir, we should ask of you what hap- 
pened in your travels ? 

Flor. Oh, nothing so shocking ! — no man can be 
.the herald of his own praise. . 

Lady. Yes, sir, — but I wish to know how you like 
the Chapel of Loretto, the Venus de Medicis of Flo- 
unce, the Vatican, at Rome, and all the numberless 
curiosities, peculiar to the countries you have tra- 
velled through? 

Lord. Lookye — 1*11 answer for it, he knbws-nothing 
of the gentlemen you mention— -do you^ my sweet 
.pretty.?— Oh ! you damned puppy. 
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JPfor. Why swear, my lord F 

Lord. Swear, my lord ! Zounds! it's my preroga- 
tive, and, by ^tell me how you spent your time^ 

sir? 

Flor. Why, in contemplating living angels, not 
dead antiquities ; — in basking in the rays of beau^, 
not mouldering in the dust of ancestry ; — in mirth, 
festivity, and pleasure ! not study, pedantry, ' and re- 
tirement. — Oh, I have lived, sir! lived for myself, 
not an ungrateful world, who, should I die a martyr 
to their cause, would only laugh and wonder at my. 
folly. 

ijady. You seem to know the world, Mr. Flori- 
ville. 

Flor. No, ma'am, I know little of mankind, and 
less of mysdf, — I have no pilot, but my pleasures; — 
no mistress, but my passions ; — and I don't believe, if 
it was to save my life, I could reason consequentially 
for a minute together. 

Lord. Granted : — ^you have seen every thing worth ^ 
seeing, yet know nothing worth knowing ; — and now 
you have just knowledge enough to prove yourself a 
fool on every subject. 

Flor. Vastly well, my lord — upon my word, you 
improve with your title, but I am perfectly satisfied, 
believe me — ^for what I don't know, I take for granted 
is not worth knowing — therefore we'll call another to- 
pic. — Fm in love, my lord. 

Lord. In love ! — with who, sir ? 

Flor. Can't you guess ? 

Lord. No, sir, I cannot. 

Flor. With one that will please you very much — 
at least ought to please you — ^you'll be in raptures, 
dear uncle. 

Lordk Raptures ! and you shall be in agonies, my 
dear nephew. 

Flor. You bav^ known one another a long while, 
yet you bav'n't met for years — ^you have lov'd one an- 

s 
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Other along while,yet you quarrelled not an hour ago 
— ^you have differed from one another all your lives, 
yet you are likely to be friends as long as you live— 
and, above all, the person is now in the house. 

Lord. In this house ! let me know who it is this mo- 
ment, or by the blood of the Scratches ' 

Fkr. One who has charms enough to set the world 
on fire ;— ^ne who has fortune enough to set a state 
at war« sir ;— one who has talents, healthy and prtepe- 
rity, and yet not half what the person deserves ^— can 
you tell now, sir ? 

Lord. No, sir, and if you don't tell this instant— 

Flor. Then 111 tell you, [Slapt km on the hack!\ itfs 
myself, sir ! my own charming self ! — I have searched 
the world over,- and 1 don't find any thing I like half 
so well. \JVaUu up the Mtage* 

Lord. I won't disgrace myself, — I won't lower ue 
dignity of peerage, by chastising a commoner^— 

else, you Pnnce of Butterflies come, my lad y 

lookye, sir — I intend to be handed down to posterity ; 
and, while you are being lampooned in "ballads and 
newspapers, I mean to cut a figure in the History of 
England : — so, come along, my lady — ^in the History 
of England, you coxcomb ! 

[ExemU Lord md Lady. 

Flor. If the face is the picture of the mind, that in- 
tended aunt of mine is a great hypocrite, and the 
story I heard of the poet proves it. — But now for a 
frolic — ^gad it's very strange I could never reform, 
and become a serious thinking being-*but whatfs the 
use of thinking? — 

Reason stays till we call, and then not oft is near. 
But honest instinct comes a volunteer !— [&f^. 
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8CSKS II. 

An Apartment m Lady WaitforVs House. 

Enter Willouohby and Servant. 

WUL \To Servant.] Tell your mistress I shall be 
punctual to the appointment [Exit Servant.] So, 
thanks to Fortune, Lady Waitfor't has at length con- 
tented to my entreaties^ and this night makes Louisa 
mine for ever! — ^now to read the letter once more 

[Reads. 

Lomsa accompanies me to-night to Lady Walton's^ 
vMckyons know u at the extremity of the town — on 
some pretence or other FU tell her I have ordered the 
seroani at the back gate iphich adjoins the paddock, — 
ikert TU leaioe her — and if you have a chaise waiting 
near thespot^ you ma^ conduct her where you please, — 
You know m/ feelings on this occasion, but it isjor her 
Mod only J Pli assure you — she don't deserve it, Mr, 
IViUomg&y : — indeed she doiCt deserve it. 

A. Waitfor't. 

So— this is beyond my hopes! — ha! my Lord and 
Louisa with him, come to receive Ennui, who to my 
astonishment 1 met just now swearing and capering, 
and boasting of the vices of fashion — but no matter — 
I must to the rendezvous immediately, — now, Louisa, 
tremble at my vengeance I [Exit. 

Enter Lord Scratch and Louisa. 

Lord. Yes, yes:— Ennui will be here in an in- 
stant — but he's so reserved — and so mild. — 

Louisa. So I understand, sir — and so very silent 
that he won't talk so much in a year, as I intend in 
an hour. 

Lord. I know — that?s die reason I bring him into 
parliament— he'll nevsar ip«k— only say " A/' ot 



**• 
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^ No", and be up stoin to bccf«teakes in an instant. 
[Knock.] Here be it \ — now encourage him — <knt 
mind his diffidence — 

Louisa. No, sir — ^111 do all in mj power to make 
him talk. 

Lord. That's well — III leave you together — ^I won't 
interrupt you, [Stamping wiikoMi.'] Odso ! — ^I must 
get out of the way, — encourage him, Louisa— ^I be- 
seech you encourage him ! [£nf. 

Ennui. [fVitkout.] Stand by ! no ceremony dam- 
me! — 

Louisa. Heaven ! — is this diffidence ? 

Enter Ehnui, and Sertakt, 

Ennui. Get down stairs, you dog— rget down, — 
[Exit Servant.] Here I am ma'am ! — ease is every 
thing — I'll seat myself— now for business! — ^yaw — 
aw ! — [Yawns ande. 

Louisa, Sir! 

Ennui. In one word, 111 tell you my character,-^ 
Fm a lad of fashion ! — I love gaming — I hate think- 
ing — I like racing — I despise reading — I patronize 
boxing — I detest reasoning — I pay debts of honour,—^ 
not honourable debts — in short, I'll kick yqur ser- 
vants — cheat your family, and fight your guardian — 
and so if you like me, take me — heh, damme!— ^ 
I'm tir'd already ! — ^yaw — aw, [Yawns aside. 

Louisa, Astonishing 1 — Mr. Ennui — 

Ennui, Ma'am: yaw — aw! [Aside^ 

Louisa. Mr. Ennui, can you be in your senses? 

Ennui. In fact — I don't comprehend [Forgetting 
himself.] — Oh ! — ay — senses ! [RecoHecting kimse^.] a 
lad of fashion in his senses ! — that's a very good joke ! 
— if one of us had any sense, the rest would shut 
him up in a cabinet of curiosities, or show him as a 
wonderful animal : — they would, d«unme ! — I can't 
support it I — ^yaw — aw. [Yawns asid§. 

Louisa. P iry inyottrigporancel 
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Ma^am — ^yaw! aw! \ Aside. 

Lomsa. So, you gloiy in your ignorance— 4ii your 
vices! 

EnnuL Fve an idea — ^I can't understand — [Ibi^- 
img kimseff'.] — ^vices' Oh: — ay, damme, to be sure; 
fRecoUeding kims^,] you must be wicked, or you 
can't be visited — singularity is every thing,— -every 
man must get a character, and 111 tell you how I 
first got mine: — I pretended to intrigue with my 
friend's wife, — ^paragraphed myself in the newspapers, 
— got caricatured in the printshops — ^made the story 
beGev'd, — was abused by every body, — ^noticed for my 
gfdlantry by every body — and at length visited by 
every body — I was, damme! — Fm curst sleepy, — 
yaw — aw ! [Tawn$ aside. 

Louisa, Incredible! — ^but if singulanty is your 
system, perhaps being virtuous would make you as 
particular as any thing. 

Ennm, Vastly well ! — ^^gad, you're like me, a wit, 
and don't know it. [Taking out his watchJl How 
goes the enemy ? — more than half the day over ! — tol 
de rol lol I [Humming a tune,] Tm as happy as if I 
was at a fire, or a general riot. — Come to my arms, 
thou angel — thou — {As he goes to embrace her, Lord 
Scratch enters — he embraces him,] Ah, — Scratch ! — 
my friend Scratch ! — sit down, my old boy — sit down, 
— ^we've settled every thing. [Forces kirn into a chair^ 
and sits by him,] 

Lord, Why, — what is all this ? 

Ennui. She's to intrigue, and you and I are to go 
halves in the damages — some rich old Nabob — ^we'll 
draw him into crim. con, — bring an action directly, 
and a ten thousand pound verdict at least— eh, dam- 
me! — 

Lord, why he's mad ! — that dramatic maniac has 

Ut him. 
Ennui. Get a divorce— marry another^ and go 

fcalves ag^i dammel 
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Lord. [Bismg.l Why, lookye you impostor I — 
you — didn't you come here to pay your addresses to 
this lady ? and was'nt I to bring you into parliament, 
for your quiet silent disposition. 

Ermuu [Pi»Atng him out of hk way^ Hold your 
tongue! — out of the way, Scratch! — out of the 
way, or 111 do you a mischief — I will, damme! — 
Zounds ! — a'nt I at the top of the beau monde ? and 
don't I set the fashions? — ^if I was to cut off my head 
wouldn't half the town do the same ?— they would, 
damme ! — I get sleepy again !^^yaw— -aw ! — \Asid€!\ 

Lord. Here now ! — ^here's a mandarin member ! — » 
why he'd have bred a civil war !^— made ten long 
speeches in a day! — <:ut your head off, indeed; — curse 
me but I wish you would — ^you must be silent theq 
— ^you couldn't talk without a head, could you ? 

Ennui. Yes, in parliament — as well without a head 
as with one — kIo you think a man w^nts a head for iv 
loQg speechy damme ! — 

Enter SERVANt. 

Servant, Her Ladyship is waiting, ma'am. 

Louisa. Oh, I attend her, — Mr. Ennui, your most 
obedient. 

Ennui. \Takmg her hand^ With your leave, ma'am «. 
— ^You see. Scratch — you see. 

Lord. Why, Louisa! — ' 

Enntd. Keep your distance. Scratch— contemplate 
your superiors, — ^look at me with the same awful 
respect a city beau looks at a prince, — this way, 
most angelic— Scratch, cut your head off— this way, 
most angelic. — [Exit with Louisa^ 

Lord^ Here'jj treatment! — ^Was ever poor peer so 
tormented? — ^what am I to do! — I'll go to Lady 
Waitfort, for from her alone I meet relief,^— find a 
silent member, indeed! — ^by my privilege one might as 
soon find a pin in the ocean»-— charity in a bench of 
Bbhops,— or wit in Westminster Hall 1 - ^ [Exitn » 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

T^ Paddock near Lady Walton's Home — J View of 
the House at a distance^ and partly moonlight. 

Wii«LouoHBT ahne. 

Tis past the hour Lady Waitfor't appointed — why 
does she delay ? I cannot have mistaken the place — 
yonder's Lady Walton's house — Oh ! would all were 
pasty and Louisa safely mine ! I hear a noise — by 
Heaven 'tis she ! and with her all my happinest — I'll 
withdraw a while, and observe them. [Retires. 

Enter Lady Waitfor't, and Louisa Courtney. 

Louisa. My dear Lady Waitfor't, why do you loiter 
here ? you cannot find your servants in this pU<x^--^ 
let us return to Lady Walton's. 

Lady, No, no, they must be bere, — ^I or<U*wd tkktm 
to wait in this very spot, to avoid confusi^Hi. Witu^ 
can have become of Willoughby ? [><^«<tr 

Louisa. If you have the k-abt beost; oiUniBa Ufi wttt- 
self, or regard for me, I beg we uwiv i^iu^ii iv }j^^ 
Walton's. 

Lady, No, no, I tell you I of<i*i«'*5C VVaitH«. #» *<«• 
back gate, that he might cuiidu<:'. m tiHvujji (m y**<. 
dock to our carria^ you i^ini^ •** Hi#jgii' irt»v» u^n 
whole hours getting thruugii iu* ^.i**^< t*/* \#i»#*^ n»t* 
— rdp be a little p«iJ«it, ua.^' i' ■ 'i ^ his0*h t«>«^/i 
to be alarmed as youi*«ili' 

Louisa. Yes, but yov iis*-^' *'> ^^ M-yyt^-i^t^^fn 
have; I don't know #it/jk., vp ^'- •*'*^^«*'' *^- » ^i* 
description. 

Lady, Wdl, well, never :«'>* , ^^/-i^-r VMf ^ r^^ 
yonder's Willoagbby ! nom iv * - »i***^y -i«^ »sii 
[Aside.] Louisa,. if youll wiM; j^^ ■ 
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Step to the next gate, and see if they are there ; — they 
cannot escape us thai. 

Louiui. No, no, don't leave me ; — I would'nt stay 
by myself for the world. 

Lady. Ridiculous ! can't you protect yourself for 
an instant ? must you be all your life watch'd like a 
baby in leading strings? Oh ! 1 am ashamed of you — 
only wait a moment, least they pass by in my absencei 
and I'll return to you immediately. 

Louisa, Well: don't stay. 

Lady. Stay ! what have you to be frightened at? I 
shall not be out of call ; — ^besides, if there's any fear of 
a personal attack, may not I be as terrified as your- 
self? It isn't the first time. 111 assure you, but thafs 
no matter ; — show yourself a woman of spirit, and, at 
least, emulate one of ray virtues. — Now, Willoughby, 
the rest is thine ! [ExU, 

WiLLOUGHBY comet forward. 

Willoughhy. Be not alarmed. Miss Courtn^. 

Louisa. Mr. Willoughby ! 

fVillougkhy. Yes, madam, the man, you most avoid. 

Louisa. Tell me, sir, immediately, bow, and by 
whose appointment you came here ? 

Willoughby. By love, madam, the same passion 
that has prompted me to pursue you for years, now 
happily conducts me hither; — I come to lessen your 
fears, not increase them. 

Louisa, Then leave me, sir, I can protect myself. 

Willoughby. No, not till you have heard, and 
pitied me ; I have been long your s^iitor, .and long 
scorned by you ; you have treated me with indiffe* 
rcnce, and preferred my inferiors ; how I have deserv* 
ed all this, yourself can best explain, but to prove 
all former cruelties are forgotten, I here offer you my 
hand, and, with it, my heart. 

Louisa. SiV, — this is no time for hearing you on ibh 
tHibject; if you wish to oblige me, leave me* 
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WiUoughby. No, not till I am answered,^-yean 
may elapse ere I shall have another opportunity like 
the present, therefore no time can be so well as now. 

Louisa, Then I command you to leave me,-^-*I will 
not be threatened into a compliance, 

WiUoughby. Lookye, Miss Courtneyr-I would 
avoid taking advantage of your situation— nay, start 
not — but if you persist in your contempt of me, I 
know not to what extremities passion may hurry me ; 
I have every motive for redress, and, if you do not 
instantly give me your word, to prefer me to that begr 
gar, Neville, I may do that, my cooler sense would 
^om. 

Louisa, Beggar sir ! 

WiUoughby, Yes, .and were he not beneath my re* 
sentment, I'd tell you more ; — but he is too poor — 
too-^— 

Louisa, Hold, sir; did you resemble him, I might 
esteem, nay, adore you ; but, as you are, I loathe, I 
despise, 1 defy you ; — ^you take advantage of my situ- 
ation ! Hear me, sir,-^though not a friend is near, — 
though night opposes me, and Heaven deserts me ; yet 
can I smile upon your menaces, and make you trem^ 
ble, villain as you are. 

WiUoughby. Have a care, madam ! another decla^ 
ration like that, and Fll delay no longer ;— HI force 
jou to my purpose. 

Louisa, You dare not ; on yqur life you dare not. 

WiUoughby, Nay, then — I am not to be terrified by 
threats,— -{Lay* hold of her ^ all struggling is in vainj 
this moment gratifies my revenge, — away ! 

Louisa, Off, — let me go, Oh, help ! help ! 

[As he is forcing her out, enter Floriville, half 
drunk,'] 

Flo, " Donne, donne, donne, dow.** [Singing part of 
an Italian air, Y Oh, this Burgundy's a glorious liquor ! 
beyday ! who have we here ? 

fjQuisa^ Oh, sir ! if you have any pity for an in^ 
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jured^ hdplcM womao, aabt one wlio never knew 
diftroi uil now ! 

Fh, Go on, ma'am, go on — both damn*d drunk, I 
perceive. 

Lofuita. Do not be deaf to mj entreatiet — do not 
doert me — 

Flor. Go on, ma*am, go on — ^I lore OTatoiy in a 
woman. 

LomUa. Gracious Heaven! how have I deserved all 
this? I see, sir, you avoid me— I see you are indiie- 
rrot to my fate. 

Flor. No, ma'am, you wrong me — but in Itidy^ 
observe — we always take these things coolly'— nowp 
sir, will you explain ? 

fViUougkby. No, sir, I will not 

Tlor. You will not ! 

JVilUmghby. No, sir, and I warn you not to listai 
to the wild ravings of a senseless wcman — ^it may be 
better for you, sir. 

Flor. Why so. Prince Prettyman ? 

Wtlloughby, No matter, sir, I will not be wnufH 
from my purpose. 

Flor. You won't, old Pluto, won't you? then^ 
ma'am, observe ! you shall behold my mode of fi^t- 
ing-^ril kill him like a gentleman, and he shall die 
without a eroan ; — ^you'll , be delighted, ma'am— I 
learnt it all in Italy.— Come, Belzebub, are you 
ready? 

IViUougkby. 'Sdeath ! what can I do ? he is drunk, 
perhaps I may disarm him. 

Flor. Now thou original sin, thou prince of dark- 
ness ! come out ; never let her see thy black infernal 
visage more, or by my life I'll pulverize you — you see, 
ma'am, no bad orator either — learnt it all in Italy. 

WUhugkby. Come on, sir. 

Flor. Avj now old Sysiphus,push home — but fight 
like a gentleman, if you can, for remember, the» is a 
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lady in company — observe, ma*am, observe; you won't 
see it again. [They Jight, — Floriville disarmi 

WiLLOUGHBY.] 

Flar. What, vanquished, Tarquin ? hah ! hah i [Par-' 
tying vp and dofwn the ttage by himself^ — you see, 
ma'am, you see! — Oh ! Italy's your only country! — 
Kow, ma^am, would you have me kill him here, '^ in 
Allegro," or postpone it, that you may have the plea- 
sure of pinking him yourself, *' in Penseroso." . 

Louisa, IComing near Floriville, and discaoering 
Am.] ' Floriville, my deliverer! — ^generous man!-^ 
No, sir, whatever are his crimes, do not kill him ; his 
greatest punishment will be to live. 

JZor. There, then, caitiff, take your sword, and d'ye 
hear, retire ; — ^that black front of thine offends the 
lady ; — if you want another flourish, you will soon 
find Floriville — abscond ! 

fFUlougiby, Sir, you shall hear from me — distrac- 
tion ! [Exit, 

Flor. And now, my dear little angel, how can I 
assist you? I'm very sorry, but I can't help it — I'm 
cursed drunk, and not proper company for a lady of 
your dignity, — but 1 won t affront you — I mean to 
make m3r8elf agreeable, and if 1 do not — it is the fault 
of that place, [Pointing to his head.} and not of this 
[Pointing to hu heart.] 

Louisa. Sir, your conduct has endeared you to me 
for ever, and while I live, your generosity and valour 
shall be engraven on my heart. 

Fhr. Gently, gently, have a care, make no declara* 
lions ; if you're in love with me, as I suppose you are^ 
keep it secret, — ^for at this moment, you might raise a 
flaine that would consume us both ; — ^poor creature ! 
Jiow fond she ^s of me ! any other lime I would in- 
dulge her, but not now — [JLooks at her some timef then 
nmf, and kisses her hand.]-— Oh^ you paragon! — *^ An- 
gels must paint to look as fair as you.*^— -[Crocy/rofli 
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her agam.] — ^111 leave you^'or, by Heaven, it will be all 
over with us. 

Louisa. No, no, don't desert me, alas ! I have no 
way left but to commit myself to your care — if I could 
bring him to recollect me, all would be safe. Mr« 
Floriville, don't you know me? 

Flor, No, would to Heaven I did. 

Louisa, What, not Miss Courtney ? 

Flor, What, Louisa ? my brothei^s idol ? 

Louisa, Alas ! the very same. 

Flor. Then may I die, if I don't get out of your 
debt before I leave you — where — ^where shall 1 con- 
duct you ? 

Louisa. I know not — return to Lady Waitfoi't's 
again, I will not — I had rather be a wanderer all my 
life — to Lady Walton's there is no excuse for return- 
ing, and I know no friend in Bath I dare intrude 
upon, — I have so high an opinion, Mr. Floriville, of 
your honour, that, notwithstanding your present atu* 
ation, there is no man on earth I would sooner con« 
fide in ; — can you then think of any place, where I 
may rest in safety for a few hours, and then I will set 
out for my uncle's, in the country. 

Flor. Indeed I cannot, I am a wanderer myself; — 
I have no home but what this gentleman is to pur- 
chase me [Taking out his purse.}— yon cannot partake 
of that. 

Louisa. Oh ! what will become of me ? 

Flor. Let me see — I have it — I'll take her to my 
brother's ; — she'll be safe there, and not a soul shall 
come near her. — Well, Miss Courtney, — I have recol- 
lected a place where I know you'll be safe — a friend's 
house, that will be as secure — ^nay don't droop — in 
Italy we're never melancholy. 

Louisa. Oh, Mr. Floriville, to what a hazard has 
Lady Waitfor't exposed me ! — to her perfidy I owe it 
all — but yonder's that wretch again — pray let us be 
gone* 
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Flor^ Belzebub again, — ^no/no, we mustn't stir;--^ 
what ! an angel fly from a devil ? dainme. 111 stay 
and crush him. 

Louisa, Nay, sir, reflect, — ^'twere madness to re- 
main. 

Fhr. Faith, that's true ; I believe it's braver to re- 
tire, — therefore, Tarquin, adieu ; come, my best an- 
gel ! I'll fight your battles, and if I don't sink all your 
enemies, may [ never see Italy again as long as I live. 

[Exeunt, 

Entet WiLLOUGHBY* 

Ha ! gone, — I am sorry for it — I Would have seen 
them — ^Lady Waitfor^t has just left me, and treated 
me like her slave, — insulted and derided me ; but I'll 
have done with her for ever,— I'll be her dupe no 
more ; — she is now gone to Neville's lodgings, under 
pretence of pursuing Louisa, but in fact, to see him,, 
and prevent his leaving Bath ; — this I will write to my 
lord, and then let him follow, and be witness of her 
in&my ; — ^thus, I hope, I shall make some reparation 
for the wrongs I have committed, and prove at last I 
have some sense of virtue. [£xif. 

SCENE II. 

Neville's Lodgings — A Closet in back scencr^Two 
chmrs^and a tSfkyXoith wine on it,— A knocking at 
the door. 

Enter Peter, reading a card. 

Vapid presents his compliments to his ftiend 
Neville^ has thought of nothing hut writing the epi- 
logue for his friend^s play sinc^ they parted; he has 
made great progress^ and will wait on him to take his 
judgment on it in a fevi minutes. If the gentleman 
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should come soon, I fear my master won*t be at home 
to receive him. 

[Knocks. — Peter opau the door, and lets m Vapid. 

Vapid. Well, here it is — where's Neville } 

Peter, Not within, sir. 

Vapid, Yes, yes, here it is ; — I most see him. 

Feter. Sir, he's gone out. 

Vapid, Gone out? impossible! 

Feter. Impossible ! it's very true, sir. 

Vapid, Gone out ! why, I've brought him the epi- 
logue — the new epilogue to Mr. what's-his-name's 
comedy ; the very best thing I ever wrote in my life ^''. 
I knew it would ddight him. "^ 

Feter. Sir, he has been gone out above these two 
hours. 

Fiopuf. Then, hell never forgive himself as long as 
he lives ; why, it's all correct—ill chaste ! only one 
half line wanting at the end to make it complete. 

Peter. Indeed, sir, it's very unfortunate. 

Vapid. Unfortunate! I wanted to have heard him 
read it too ; when another person reads it, one oflen 
hits on a thought that might otherwise have escaped ; 
then, perhaps, he would have hit on that cursed half 
line, I have so long been working at. 

Peter. Sir, if it is not impertinent, and you'd per- 
mit me to read it. 

V<qnd. You read it ! 

Peter. Yes, sir, if you'd allow me that honour. 

Vapid. Faith, I should have no objection, — ^but 
wouldn't it lower one's dignity ? No, no, Moliere us'd 
to read his plays to his servants, so I believe all's re- 
gular. — Come, sir, begin. [Peter reading epilogue. 

In ancient times, when agonizing wars, 
And bleeding nations, fill'd the world with jars ; 
When murder, battle, sudden death, prevail'd, 
When 



V^id, Stop — stop — I have it: — ^not a word fpr 
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your life ; I feel it — ^it's coining on — the last line di- 
rectly — quick ! quick ! [Peter reads. 

The tyrant totters^ and the senate nods, 
Die all, die nobly I — 

Here's something wanting, sir. 

Viqnd. I know it, say nothing — I have it — 

[Walks backwards and forwards* 

The tyrant totters, and the senate nods, 
Die all, die nobly ! 

Oh, damn it! damn it! damn it! — that cursed 
half line! — I shall never^ accomplish it — all so 
chaste — all so correct, — and to have it marred for 
want of one half line, — one curst half line ! I could 
almost weep for disappointment. 

Feter. Never mind, sir, don't perplex yourself, — 
put in any thing. 

Vc^id, Put in any thing ! why, 'tis the last line, 
and the epilogue must end with something striking^ 
or it will be no trap for applause — ^no trap for ap* 
|>lause, after all this fine writing ! — Put in any thing ! 
— what do you mean, sirrah ? 

Feter. Alethinks,^ this is a strange epilogue to a 
comedy — \Knock at the door^ — Perhaps this is my 
master — \Looks owf.] — no, as I live, 'tis Mr. Florivillc 
and Miss Courtney ! she mustn't on any account be 
seen by this gentleman. 

Vapid. Well, who is it ?— " The tyrant totters"— 

Teter. Sir, it's a friend of my mastei^s, who has 
brought a lady with him — I'm sure you've too much 
gallantry to interrupt an amour; and, therefore, 
youll be kind enough to get out of the way directly. 

Vamd, Get out of the way ! what the devil, in the 
middle of my composition ? — ^** Die all, die nobl/'— 

Teter. Nay, sir, only step for a moment into this 
<loset, and you shall be released, — ^now, pray sir, — 
pray be prevailed on. 

r2 
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Vapid. Well,letmesee—«in this closet! why, here's 
china, pounds ! would you put a live author in a 
china closet? 

Peter, What can I do, sir f there is no way out 
but that door — get in here for an instant, and III 
show them into the library — ^now do, sir. 

Vapid. Well, be brief then, — ^* Die all ! die no- 
bly !"— ohi oh ! oh ! 

[Enters Closet^ and Floriville and Louisa enter^ 

Flor. Heyday! — my old acquaintance, Peter! 
where's my brother ? 

Peter. Sir, he has been out the whole evening. 

Louisa. In the same house with Neville!— oh, 
Heavens ! 

Flor. Well, Miss Courtney, I hope now you are 
convinced of your safety. 

Louisa. Yes, sir, but I would it were in any other 
place ; Lady Waitfoi^t, ere this, is in pursuit of me, 
and if she discovers me here, you know too well how 
niuch I have to dread. 

[Knock at the door — Exit Petee. 

Fbr. Don't be alarmM, there's nothing shall molest 
you. 

. Louisa. Oh, sir ! you don't know the endless ma- 
lice of Lady Waitfor't — she will triumph in my 
misery, and till my lord is convinced of her duplicity, 
I see no hope of your brothei^s happiness, or my own/ 

Re-enter Peter. 

Peter. Lady Waitfor't is below, enquiring for that 
lady, or my master. 

Fhr. For my brother ? 

Peter. Yes, sir, and my lord has sent to know if 
Mr. Vapid, or her ladyship, have been here ; — ^he was 
in bed, but on receiving a letter, got up, and wi)l be 
here in an instant. 

Louisa, For Heaven's sake, Mr. Florivillci let me 
|:etire, — I cannot support the conflicts 
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Hor. Promise to recall your spirits, and you shall. 

Jjonma. What I can do I will. 

Ilw. Then know no apprehension, for, on my life, 
you shall not be disturbed. 

[Leodlf her to the door of the Idbrary^ and talks in 
dumb show. 

Vapid. [From CUmt^ Peter! Peter! can't you re- 
lease me ? 

Feter. No, sir, don't move, you'll ruin every thing. 

Vapid. Then give me that candle — I have pen and 
ink — I think I could finish my epilogue. 

Feter. Here, sir. \Gvoing candk. 

Vapid. That curst half line!— " Die all"— 

[Peter shuts him in. 

Flor. So, now the storm begins, apd if I don^t have 
9ome sport with the enemy — [Sits at tabky and begins 
drinking^ — here she comes ! — 

Enter Lady Waitfor't. y 

Flor. Chairs, Peter, chairs. — Sit down, ma'am— -> 
tit down — ^you honour me exceedingly. 

Lady. Where is your brother, sir } I insist on seeing 
him. 

Ettter Lord Scratch. 

Lord. There she is ! — ^in a man's lodgings at mid- 
^night ! — ^here's treatment ! 

Lady. My lord, I came here in search of Louisa, 
who has be^ betrayed from my power. 

Lord. Liookye, my lady-^read that letter, that's 
all; read that letter, and then say, if we sha'n't both cut 
a figure in the print shops. 

Lady. [Taking Utter) Ha! Willbughby's hand! 
[Reads.] Lady JVaitfot^t^ (I have only time to tell you J i 
IS gone to NevUle's lodgings^ to meet one she has long 
had a passion for-— follow her^ and be convinced of her 
dimlicity. Oh, the villain! well, my lord, and pray 
who is the man I come to meet ? 

r3 
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Lord. Why, who should it be, but the stage ruffian, 
if there was a sofa in the room, my life on't, he*d pop 
from behind it. — Zounds ! that fellow will lay straw 
before ray door every nine months ! 

Lady. This is fortunate. — [Aside.'j Well, sir, if I dis- 
cover Louisa, I hope you'll be convinced I came here 
to redeem her, and not disgrace myself. Tell rae, sir, 
immediately, where she is concealed. 

[To Flo&iville. 

Flor. Sit down, ma'am — sit down : drink, drink, 
then we'll talk over the whole affiiir — there is no do- 
ing business without wine ; come, here's ** The glory 
of gallantry* — I'm sure you'll both drink that 

Lady. No trifling, sir ; tell me where she is con- 
cealed ; — nay, then I'll examine the apartment my- 
self — [Gofs to door of Library.] — the door lock'd ! 
give me the key, sir. 

Flor, [Drinking.] " The glory of gallantly, ma'am." 

Lord. Hear mc, sir, if the Isujy is in that apart- 
ment, I shall be convinced that you and your bro- 
ther, arc the sole authors of all this treachery ; if sha 
is there, by the honour of my ancestors, she shall be 
Willoughby's wife to-morrow morning. 

Flor. [Rising.] Shall she, my lord ? Pray, were you 
ever in Italy ? 

Lord. Why, coxcomb? 

Flor, Because, I'm afraid you've been bitten by a- 
tarantula — you'll excuse me, but the symptoms are 
wonderfully alarming — ^There is a blazing fury in your 
eye — a wild emotion in your countenance, and a 
green spot — 

Lord. Damn the green spot ! open that door, and 
let me see immediately : I'm a peer, and have a right 
to look at any thing. 

Flor. [Standing before the door.] No, sir ; this door 
must not be open'd. 

Lord. Then I'll forget my peerage, and draw my 
sword. 
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Flor. \To Ladt Waitfo&'t, who is going id m/tr- 
fere.} Don't be alaimed, ma'am, 111 only indulge him 
for my own amusement — mere trout fishing, ma'am — 

Enter hovJSAj from the Jparimeni. 

Louisa. Hold! I charge you, hold! — ^let not my 
unhappy fiite be the source of more calamities. 

Lord. Tis she herself! — My lady did not come to 
meet the madman. 

Flon By the lord, ma'am, you have ruined all. 

Louisa. I know, sir, the consequences of this disco- 
very, and I abide by them. — But, what I have done, 
I can justify, and, would to Heaven, all here could do 
the same! 

Flor. Indeed, I can't tell — I. wish I was in Italy. 

Ijord. Mark me, madam, — nay, tears are in vain, — 
to-morrow shall make you the wife of Willoughby ; 
and he shall answer for your follies. — No reply, sir, 

tTo Flokiville, who is going to speak,} I wou'diA 
tear the Chancellor. 
Ladif. Now, who is to blame? Oh, virtue is ever 
sure to meet its reward 1 — Come to meet a mad poet, 
indeed! — My lord, I forgive you only on condition of 
your signing a contract to marry me to-morrow , and 
Louisa to Willoughby at the same time. 

Lord. I will, thou best of women!— draw it up 
immediately— and Neville shall starve lor hib u«^ 
cherv. 

[Ladt Waitfo»'t goes to tJte tabU. and w«it* 
Louisa.[FaaMgatthtJettiJffUJ9.\>'Si.KK^^,k'. H*:*,. 
?. sir.— not for mvself. but * %*ioi*c(i lii,,^ . 
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bear it, with patience bear it- 

Lord. Let go!— let go, I say. '-i^ v.-m^,.... 
make haste with the contract. 
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Lady. It only wanti tlie signature. — ^Now, my 
lord. 

Flor. Lookye, uncle— she's Uie cause of all this 
mischief, and if you are not lost 

Lord. Out of my way ! — O'd — ^noise and nonsense ! 
-—don't fancy yourselves in the House of Commons! 
we're not speaking twenty at a time. Here ! give me 
the pen — I'll sign directly ; and now— 

[As he is going to sign. Vapid breaks tie ekma in 
the closet f and rushes outy loith the e^nlogue in 
his hand. 

Vapid, ^' Die all! die nohly ! die like demi gods!"— > 
Huzza, huzza ! 'tis done ! 'tis past ! 'tis perfect! , 

Flor. Huzza ! — the poet at last ! '' Stop him who 
can!" 

Lady. Confusion ! — tell me, sir, immediately, what 
do you mean by this new insult? 

rapid. '^ Die all ! die nobly! die like demi gods r— 
oh, it's glorious !— Ah, Old Scratch! are you there f 
— Joy, joy ! give me joy ! — I've done your business! 
the work's past ! — the labour's o'er, my boy ! — ^ think 
of that. Master Brook — think of that !" 

Lady. My lord, I am vilely treated. — I desire youll 
insist on an explanation. 

Flor, He can't speak, madam. 

[All this time J my Lord t$ slomly walking amay* 

Lady, How, are you going to leave me, my lord ? 

Vapid. [Talcing out his common-place hook^ Faith, 
this mustn't be lost! — ^here's something worth observ- 
ing. [Exit I^RD Scratch. 

Lady. Oh, I shall burst with rage ! — Mr. Vapid, 
I desire youll explain how you came in that closet* 
— Why don't you answer me, sir ? 

Vapid. Your .'pardon, ma'am, I was taking a note 
of the affair— rand yet I'm afraid 

Lady. What are you afraid of, sir? 

Vapid, That it has been dramatized before ;— it is 
certainly not a new cose. 
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Lady. Insupportable? — ^But I take my leave of you 
all! — I abandon you for ever! — I! — oh, I shall go 

wild ! [£^^» ^ A ^^^* 

Flor. Ay, ay, follow his lordship— virtue is ever 
sure to meet its reward. Now, Mr. Vapid, tell us 
how you came in that closet. 

Vapid. Faith, I can'L — I believe the servant hur- 
ried me there on your af^roach. 

Flor. Then you didn't come to meet Lady Wait- 
for't ? 

Vapid Meet Lady Waitfor^t \ — no, I came to r^itA 
my epilogue to Neville ; and a wonderful prvdviCU^ 
it is — ^'^ 'Die tyrant totters, and the senat«' iKxb.'^ 

Louisa. To what a strange &talitv of cbrc^utusUMf*;** 
has her character been esqmed 1 — ^ul rJi{>' oiiMfti itn^ 
its punishment Uxr a crime it never cumtuftted; vfutri 
it escapes for tlioinands it daily |»ntrljii!». 

Flor. Well, Mas Courtne^^ J i<w. ^$*» ynf »> 
prehensions are at an end -r 

Louisa. Yes, sir, I dtfU vsmmn i^ W* Ut^ '*»«>• 
necessary to prepare fir m^ ji^^^ry^- -«m«* *^ ; ^^ 
detain you nokmger. J'n ah^r. »♦»' r*-*<«*^ ••'^ 
a great intruder. 

Flor, No, Tou have iieci. iu* vvt^***** ^ v*^* -v^ 
piness than ever I tacperiencw: . if¥ -•* •*-»^* >'''■ * 
Bath, till youVe «cnD my bniti«rr ' 

Louisa. Oh, I bawe been crueU> '^•fcv*-*-' '-* "^ *- 
riville! I have iasjizred your itivW** .-* *-/*s -v 
though I widL, I almost dread iv m»< ««** 

J7or. Then Fil go m search ot i»« - --«^^ -^ 

reconcile you Come, Mr. V*^' t ^i -^ -- . 

Vapid. With all my heart. 

i7or. [TaibVigr him hy the kam^' -i^ '^5— - 
are an honest fellow. 

Vapid. Madam, good ni^xtl -^ -- * r 
service to you in the dramatic, t^i ♦• - ^ ^-i ^ 
ll^ay command me. 
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Flor, Ay, 111 answer for him,— -he would die to 
serve you. 

Vc^, Die to serve her ! ay, " Die all !— die nobly! 
-^id like demigods T ' [EaceiaU, 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE I. 

Lady WaitforVs Apartment 

Lady Waitfoe't diganeredai her ToUetfe. Lettt 

waiting. 

Lady, Mr. Vapid not come yet, Letty? 

Letty, No, ma'am, — but the servant, who found 
him at the tavern, said he would be here immedi* 
atcly. 

Lady. I protest, I am almost weary of them all.— 
[Noise without,'] See who's there. 

[Letty listens, and returns, 

Letty* Mr. Vapid, at last : — now, pray your lady- 
ship, insist on his explaining every thing to my lord. 

Lady, Yes ; but vilely as he has treated me, I must 
still be calm. 

Vapid, putting his head in. 

Lady, Walk in, sir, walk in. 
Vapid, No, ma'am, I'd rather stay here. 
Lady, I beg you'll be seated, Mr. Vapid — I hav^ 
something of consequence to impart to you. 
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Enter VaviDj gently, 

Vapii, Fd never have ventured, but in hopes of 
s^ing my dear Marianne. 

Lady, Indeed, I will not detain you a moment. 

Vapid, Very well, ma'am, if that's the case 

[Slowly seating himBe^.] It's veiy alarming. [Aside, 

Lady. Letty, leave the room, and fasten the door. 

[Exit Letty. 

Vapid, No, no ! — don't do that, I beseech you ! 

Lady. You're very much frightened, Mr. Vapid ; — 
I hope you don't suppose I have any design against 
you? 

Vapid. I don't know, really ma'am — such things 
are perfectly dramatic. 

Lady* Well, but to release you from your fears, 
111 tell you why I have given you this trouble. — My 
business, Mr. Vapid, was to converse with you on the 
farcical affair, that happened at'Neville's. 

Vapid. Farcical! 

Lady. Yes, sir, the farcical afiiur that happened at 
Mr. Neville's. 

Vapid. Farcical! — ^what, my epilogue, ma'am? — I 
hope you don't mean to reflect on that ? 

Lady. No, sir, far from it — I have no doubt but it 
is a very elegant composition. 

Vapid. Doubt I — ^here it is, read it ! — the very first 
production of the age ! A regular climax of poetic 
l)eauty ! — ^The last line the nc plus ultra of genius. 

Lady. But, to be serious, Mr, Vapid 

Vapid. Why, I am serious -.—and I'll tell you, Lady 
Waitfoi't, 'tis the last line of an epilogue, and the last 
scene of a comedy, that always detracts me — ^'tis the 
reconciliation of lovers — there's the difficulty ! — You 
find it so in real life, I dare my} 

Lady. Yes. — But, Mr. Vapid, this affair concerns 
me expessively, and I wiill to know what is to be 
done. 
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Vapid, ril tell yoUy—^write a play, — and bad as it 
may possible be, say it's a translation from the French, 
and interweave a few compliments on the English, 
and, my life on't, it does wonders. — Do it, and say 
you had the thought from me. 

Ladif, Sir, do you mean to deride me ? 

Vapid, No. — But only be cautious in your style-^ 
women are in general apt to indulge that pruriency 
and warm luxuriancy of fancy they possess, — but do 
be careful — be decent — if you are not, I have done 
with you. 

Lad^. Sir, I desire youll be more respectful. — I 
don't understand it at aU. {^Isingk 

Enter Marianne. 

Vapid, Then here comes one that will explain every 
thing. 

^* There's in her all that we believe of Heaven ; 
Amazing brightness, purity, and truth, 
Eternal joy, and everlasting love }^ 

My dear sweet little partner, I rejoice to see you! 

Mari, And my dear sweet Mr. Poet, I rejoice to 
see you ! 

Lady. Provoking ! — Have I not told you a thou- 
sand times, never to break in upon me, when I am 
alone ? 

Mari, Alone, my lady! do you call Mr. Vapid 
nobody, then } 

Lady, Suppose I should, — ^what is it to you ? 

Mari, Then I have a wrong notion of your nobo- 
dies. — ^I always thought them harmless, unmeaning 
things ; but Mr. Vapid's not so very harmless either — 
are you, Mr. Vapid? 

P^apid, Indeed, ma'am, I am not. 

Mari. There now, — I told you so. — ^Upon my word, 
you rely too much on your time of life,- you do 
indeed* You think, because you're a little the worse 
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for wear, yon may trust yonrself any when?/— but 
you're mistaken — ^you're not near so bad as you iiaa* 
gine — nay^' I don't flatter, do I, Mr Vapid? 

Vapid. Indeed ma'am, you do not. 

hady. Lookye, miss, — your insolence is not to be 
borne. — ^you have been the chief cause of all my 
peiplexities. 

Mori. Nay, aunt, don't say that« 

hadjf. No matter — your behaviour is shameless, and 
it is high time I exerted the authority of a relation — 
you are a disgrace to me — to yourself, and your 
friends — ^therefore, I am determined to put into exe- 
cution a scheme I have long thought of. 

Mart. ^Vhat is it ? something pleasant I hope. 

Lady, No, you shall retire to a convent, till you 
take possession of your fortune. 

Mart, A convent ! Oh lord ! I can't make up my 
mind to it, now don't, pray don't think of it — 1 de- 
clare it's quite shocking. 

Lady, It is a far better place than you deserve ; 
my resolution is fixed, and we shall see whether a life 
of solitude and austerity will not awaken some sense 
of shame in you 

Man. Indeed, I can't bear the thoughts of it, — 
Oh do speak to her, Mr. Vapid — tell her about the 
nasty monks, now do, a convent ! mercy ! what a 
check to the passions ? Oh ! I can't bear it. 

[Weeping. 

Vapid. Gad, here's a sudden touch of tragedy — 
pray. Lady Waitfor't, reflect — ^you can't send a lady 
to a convent when the theatres are open. 

Mori. It will be the death of me ! pray, my dear 
aunt 

Lady. Not a word — I am determined — ^to-morrow 
you shall leave this country, and then I have done 
with you for ever. 

Mori. Oh ! my poor heart ! Ob, Oh . 

a 
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Vapid. See ! she'll foint ! 

Mori. Oh! oh! oh! 

[Marianne faints m Lady Waitfo&t's arm$. 

Lady. Oh ; I have gone too &r, Mr. Vapid! 

Vaqtid. I fly^ Fll cidl the servants. Have yoo got 
any drops ? 

Lady. I have some drops in this closet may recover 
her — ^hold her a moment, and for Heavenis sake take 
care of her. [£xtf . 

[Marianne kms in Yapid's amu. 
Here's a situation ! — Poor girl ! how I pity her ! I 
really loved her. 

Mari, Did you really love me, Mr. Vapid ? 

Vapid. Hey day ! recovered ! — ^here^s incident! 

Mart. But did you really love me, Mr. Vapid ? 

Vapid. Yes I did, — ^here^s stage effect! 

Mari. And would you have really run away with 
me, Mr. Vapid ? 

Vapid. Yes, I really would. — 

Mari. Then come along, this moment. 

Vapid. Hush ! — ^here's ue old lady ! keep dying, as 
before, and well effect the business — ^more equivoque] 

Re-enter Lady Waitfor*t. 

Lady. Well, Mr. Vapid, how does she do ? lord ! 
she^s in strong convulsions. 

Vapid. Yes, ma'am, she's dying; where are the 
drops ? 

Lady. Here, sir. ' 

Fio^. There are very few — are there any more of 
the same kind ? 

Lady. Yes, plenty. 

Vapid. Fetch them, — ^tis the only hope — ^if you 
have any hartshorn too, bring a little of that. 

Lady. Fm quite shocked. ^ [Exit* 

Mari. Well, Mr. Vapid, now lef s run away— come 
— ^why what are you thinking of? 
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Vapd. My last act, and I fear — 

Mori, What do you fear ? 

Vgmd. That it can't be managed — ^let me see — we 
certainly run away, and she returns — ^faith, I must 
see her return. 

Mori. No, no, pray let us begone, think of this 
another time. 

Vc^. So I will — ^it will do for the fourth, though 
not for the fifth act, — therefore, my dear little girl, 
come away, and well live and die together. 

Mart. Die together. 

Ve^nd,^ Ay f " Die all ! die nobly ! die like demi- 
gods V [Exeunt. 

Re-enter Lady Waitfor't. 

Lady. Here, Mr. Vapid — ^here are the drops! — 
What, gone! — ruined by a writer of epilogues ! — Oh! I 
shall burst with disappointment. • [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Another Apartment in Neville's House — In the hack 
scenef Glass Doors, with Curtains. 

Enter Louisa Courtney. 

Louisa. Still in the same house, yet still afraid to 
meet him ! Oh, Neville ! my supenor in every thing; 
how can I nope for your forgiveness ? while you re- 
vealed an affection it had done you credit to deny, 
I concealed a passion I might have been proud to 
confess. 

Enter Vapid and Marianne. 

Mari. Oh ! Miss Courtney ! my sweet Miss Court- 
ney ! Mr. Vapid, here, has run away with me, and 
I am so frightened for fear of Lady Waitfor't. 

G 2 
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Louisa. Yes, she may well alann you, — she has 
destroyed my peace for ever ! but have you seen Mr. 
Neville } yet, why do I ask ? 

Vapid, Seen Mr. Neville! — ^What, doesn't he yet 
know you are in his lodgings? 

Louisa. No, and I hope never will — the moment 
his brother returns, I shall set out for my uncle's, 
and perhaps never see him more. 

Vapid. And why not see him, ma'am ? 

Louisa. Because I cannot bear the sight of one I 
have so injured. 

Veqnd. Thisll do — ^mutual equivoque ! equal mis- 
understanding ! ray own case exactly! 

Mari. Your own case ! Lord ! you base man, have 
you got a young lady in your lodgings ? 

Vapid. Ridiculous ! don't talk about young ladies 
at such an awful — the very situation in my comedy ! 
the last scene to a syllable ! — there's an opportunity of 
improving the denouement. 

Enter Petee. 

Peter. Ma'am, my master is retum'd — the oc- 
casion of his delay has been a long interview with Mr. 
Willoughby, — he doesn't know you are here. 

Louisa. Marianne excuse me — ^youll be safe from 
Lady Waitfor't here — indeed I'm very ill. 

Mari. Nay — where are you going. 

Louisa. Alas ! any where to avoid him — farewell ! 
and may you enjoy that happiness I have for ever 
lost, [Exit. 

Mari. Poor dear girl I I mustn't leave her thus — 
Mr. Vapid, we won't run away 'till something is done 
for her. 

Vapid. Go, — there's a good girl — follow her, and 
comfort her. 

Mari. I will — Lord! if they must be happy in 
being friends again what xnust I be who make ihem 
po ? [Exit 
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Vapid. The picture before me ! all from nature, — 
I must heighten his distress, for contrast is every thing 
— Peter, not a word for your life. 

Enter Neville. 

Neo, Vapid, I am glad to see you — any letter from 
my brother? [To Peter. 

Peter. None, sir. 

Nev. Nor message ? 

Peter. No, sir. 

Nev. Then I need doubt no longer — ^'tis evident 
he avoids me— cruel, ungenerous Floriville! — 

[Seats himself. 

Vapid. [Leaning over his chair.'] Miss Courtney will 
never see you again. 

Nev. I know it — too well I know it — that, and 
that alone, makes me determined to leave this country 
for ever. 

Vapid. You are unhappy then. 

Nev, Completely so. 

Viqnd. Then stop. — [Sits by him.] She was an angel, 
Harry. 

Nev. Ay, a divinity ! 

Vapid, And then to lose her! 

Nev. [Rising.] 'Sdeath ! — don't torment me ! — ^my 
griefs are already beyond bearing. 

Vapid, It will do— he's as unhappy as I could 
wish. 

Peter. I can hold no longer — Sir !— 

Vapid. Hush ! — you d — d dog, you'll ruin the 
catastrophe. 

Peter. I dort't care — I'll tell him every thing — Sir ! 
— Mr. Neville ! 

Vqnd. You villain ! — Do you ever go to a play ? — 
do you ever sit in the gallery ? 

Peter. Yes, sir, sometimes. 

Vapid. Then know this is all for your good 
you'll applaud it some day orother^ you dog— cutse vt^ 

o3 
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won't he have happiness enough bye and bye ? — What 
— ^you are going abroad, Neville ! 

JSTev. Yes, for ever. — Farewell, Vapid. 

Vapid. Farewell, Neville — ^good night Now 

for the effect ! — Miss Courtney is in the next room. 

Nev. What ! 

Vapid, Miss Courtney is in the next room. 

Nev, Louisa ? Is it possible ? 

Vapid, There's light and shade! — Yes, your brother 
brought her here, and she expects him to return 
every moment. 

Neo. My brother ! then 'tis he means to marry 
her — ^nay, perhaps they are already married — Heavens! 
I shall go wild! 

Vapid, Don't, don't go wild — that will ruin the 
denouement. 

Nev, No matter — I am resolved — 111 bid her 
farewell for ever — Vapid, 'tis the last favour I shall 
ask of you — ^give her this [A letter,'] and tell her, 
since I have resented Willoughby's attack on her 
honour, I think I may be allowed to vindicate my 
own 7] tell her, great as have been my faults, my 
tritm has still been greater, and wherever I wan- 
der — 

Vapid, Here's a flourish, now ; — why you misun- 
derstand — she is not married, nor going to be mar- 
ried. 

Nev, Come, this is no time for raillery. 

Vapid, Raillery! — ^why, I'm serious — serious as the 
fifth act-^he is now weeping on your account. 

Nev, Pr'ythee leave fooling, it will produce no 
effect, believe me. 

Vapid, Won't it ? it will produce a very great effect 
though, believe me. Zoundi^ go to her, preserve the 
unity of action, — ^marry her directly, and if the ca- 
tastrophe does not conclude with- spirit, damn my 
comedy, — damn my comedy — ^that's all, damn my 
comedy. 
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Nev, Would to Heaven you were in earnest. 

Vapid, Earnest ! why there it is now ! the women^ 
dear creatures, are always ready enough to produce 
efiect — ^but the men are so curst undramatic. — Go to 
her, — I tell you,, go to her, — 

[£jt^ Neville. — ^Vapid stands asiie. 

Enter Lord Scratch and Floriville. 

Lord, That curst dramatic maniac, — if I see him 
again 

Flor. My dear uncle, consent to Harry's marriage, 
and depend on't he shall trouble you no more. 

lA)rd. I tell you again, sir, I will not. 

Fh, Will you give anv hopes of future consent? 

Lord, By the word of a peer, I will not. 

[Vapid, coming forwardy touching Lord 
Scratch on t/te shoulder^ and writing in 
common-place book. 

Vapid, Master Brook, let me persuade you. 

Lord, Flames and firebrands, the fiend again ! 

Vapid, Give consent, and V\\ give Neville a fortune 
— he shall have the entire profit of the different plays 
in which I intend to have the honour of introducing 
yourself, and the old Lady Hurlothrumbo. 

Lord, Oh, that I was not a peer ! if I was any 
thing else — -but, thank Heaven, Louisa is more averse 
to the match than myself. 

Vapid, Is she? 

Lord, Yes, she knows his falsehood, and despises 
him. 

Vapid, What, you are confident of it ? 

Lord, Out of my way, sir, — I'll not answer you, 
— I'll go take her to town directly.-* Out of my way, 
sir. 

Vapid, Stop — you're wrong, Master Brook — she's 
in that room. 

Lord, Where ? — ^bdiind me ? 
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Vapid. Yes — there — ^there ! [Pomtuig,] Now for it! 
— what an effect ! 

[Lord S. opau the glass doorSy and discovers Ne- 
ville kneeHtig to Louisa. Mariakne vjitk 
them. 

Vapid, There, Peter ! there's catastrophe ! — Shaks- 
peare's invention nothing ! — ^Applaud it, you dog — 
clap, clap, Peter, clap ! 

luord. What are you at, you impudent rascal ? — 
get out of the room. {Exit Peter. 

Vapid, I should set this down — I may forget. 

Mari. Lord ! he has a very bad memory, — I hope 
he won't forget our marriage. 

Neo. Oh ! Louisa, what am I to think ? 

Louisa. That I have wronged thee, Neville ! 

[Embracing. 

Flor. My dear Harry, let this be my apology for 
not having seen you before. [Giving him a paper.] Miss 
Courtney, ten thousand joys ; — could I have found 
my brother, you should have seen him sooner. 

Nev» Why, here is a deed of gift of half your 
estate! 

Flor. I know it, but say nothing. When you gave 
ine money, five years ago, did I say any thing ? — no, 
I forgot it as soon as it was over ; and should never 
have recollected, at this moment, but for my lord's in- 
humanity. — Uncle, I thank you, — ^you have made m« 
the happiest man alive. 

Lord. Don't perplex me ; — what a compound of 
folly and generosity. 

Mart. Uncle-in-law, what are your feelings on this 
occasion ? — as my aunt says. 

Lord. Feelings ! — I never knew a peer had any. 

Mari. Didn't you ? 

Lord. No ; but now I find the contrary : I begin to 
think I've a heart like other men. It's better to atone 
for an error, than persist in one — therefore give me 
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REMARKS. 



This tragedy was brought upon the stage in 1780;^ 
it was extremely admired, and exceedingly attractive. 

Neither " The Winter's Tale", nor « Henry VIIl* 
by Shakspeare, were at that time performed at either 
of the theatres ; and the town had no immediate com- 
parison to draw between the conjugal incidents in 
" The Count of Narbonne," and those which occur in 
these two very superior dramas. 

The Cardinal Wolsey of Shakspeare, is, by Jeph- 
son, changed into a holy and virtuous priest ; but 
his importance is, perhaps, somewhat diminished by 
a discovery, which was intended to heighten the in- 
terest of his character ; but which is introduced in 
too sudden, and romantic a manner, to produce the 
desired consequence upon a well-judging auditor. 

One of the greatest faults, by which a dramatist 
can disappoint and fret his auditor, it also to be met 
with in this play. — Infinite discourse is exchanged, 
numberless plans formed, and variety of passions 
agitated, concerning a person, who is never brought 
upon the stage — Such is the personal nonentity of 
Isabel, in this tragedy, and yet the fable could not 
proceed without her. — Alphonso, so much talked of, 
yet never seen, is an allowable absentee, having de- 
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parted to another world ; and yet, whether such in- 
visible personages be described as alive, or dead, that 
play is the most interesting, which makes mention of 
no one character, but those which are introduced to 
the sight of the audience. 

The lover of romances, whose happy memory, un* 
clouded by more weighty recollections, has retained 
a wonderful story, by the late Lord Orford, called, 
" The Castle of Otranto," will here, it is said, find a 
resemblance of plot and incidents, the acknowledged 
effect of close imitation. 

Lord Orford, (at that time Mr. Horace Walpole,) 
attended some rehearsals of this tragedy, upon the 
very account, that himself was the founder of the 
fabric. 

The author was of no mean reputation in the lite* 
rary world, for he had already produced several 
successful dramas. '' The Count of Narbonne" prov* 

ed to be his last, and his best composition. Terror 

is here ably excited by descriptions of the pretema* 
tural — Horror, by the portraiture of guilt ; and com» 
passion, by the view of suffering innocence. — These 
are three passions, which, divided, might each con- 
stitute a tragedy ; and all these powerful engines of 
the mind and heart, are here, most happily combined 
to produce that end, — and each forms a lesson of me« 
rality. 
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NicholaSf adfowing to the Castle. 



THE 



COUNT OF NARBONNE. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



m, L 



^JGUL 



Enter tie CofTFTy qteaiamg t9 m^Cnrzczi,; ftiitif 



Coumt. Not to be found ! k #ii^7vij' ^-^^.1 vr- 
vice? 
How could she pass unseoi ? Bjr kB-'itt i-jait ! 
Thou hast betra/d roe. 

Ofi. Noble sir ! my dutjf- 



Onni/. Your fraud, your "iinpnii tuin . :«,,„ 
not. ^_ ^_ 

Find her within this hour; «^jfl>»JO»:, 
The gates of Narbonne sh all W ijrf ijjgjar^-: zxt^ 
Then make the world thy coBi^^ Jiar 1 rru:** 
Fabian, stay ! 

Misfortunes fall so thick upo* 
They will not give me tinae !• 
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Fah, Heaven knows, I wish your peace ; but am to 
learn, 
What grief more fresh than my young lord's decease, 
A sorrow but of three days past, can move you. 

Count, O bitter memory ! gone, gone for ever ! 
The pillar of my house, my only son ! 

Fab, Twas terrible indeed. 

Count, Ay, was it not ? 
And then the manner of it ! think on that ! 
Disease, that robb'd me of two infant sons, 
Approaching slow, bade me prepare to lose them; 
I saw my lilies drooping; and, accustom'd 
To see jhem dying, bore to see them dead : 
But, Oh my Edmund! — ^Thou rem^mber'st, Fabian, 
How blithe he went to seek the forest's sport! 

Fab. 'Would I could not remember! 

Count, That cursed barb, 
(My fatal gift) that dash'd him down the cliflf, 
Seera'd proud of his gay burden. — Breathless, man- 
gled, 
They bore him back to me. Fond man ! I hoped 
This day, this happy match with Isabel 
Had made our line perpetual ; and, this day. 
The ynfruitful grave receives him. Yes, 'tis fate ! 
That dreadful denunciation 'gainst my jjouse, 
No prudence can avert, nor prayers can soften. 

Fab, Think not on that ; some visionary's dream. 
What house, what family co>ild e'er know peace. 
If such enthusiast's ravmgs were believ'd, 
And phrensy deem'd an insight of the future? 
But may 1 dare to ask, is k of moment 
To stir your anger thus, that Isabel < 
Has left the castle ? 

Count, Of the deepest moment : 
My best hope hangs on her ; some future time, 
I may instruct thee why. — ^These cares unhinge me : 
Just now, a herald from her angry father 
Left me this dire election — to resign 
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My titles, and this ample signory, 
(Worthy a monarch's envy) or to meet him, 
And try my right by arms. But pr'ythee tell, 
(Nor let a fear to wound thy master's pride 
Restrain thy licens'd speech) hast thou e'er heard 
My father Raymond—- — (cast not down ihine eye) 
By any indirect or bloody means. 
Procured that instrument, Alphonso's will, 
That made him heir to Narbonne ? 

Fab, My best lord, 
At all times would I fain withhold from you. 
Intelligence unwelcome, but most now. 
At seasonssuch as this, a friendly tongue 
Should utter words like balm ; but what you ask — 

Count, I ask, to be inform'd of. Hast thou known 
me 
From childhood, up to man, and canst thou fear 
I am so weak of soul, like a thin reed, 
To bend and stagger at such puny blast? 
No ; when the tempest rages round my head, 
I give my branches wider to the air. 
And strike my root more deeply. — ^To thy tale : 
Away with palliatives and compliments; — 
Speak plainly. 

Fab, Plainly, then, my lord, I have heard 
What, for the little breath, I have to draw, 
I would not, to the black extent of rumour, 
Give credit to. — But you command me speak — 

Count, Thy pauses torture me. — Can I hear worse 
Than this black scroll contains ? this challenge here. 
From Isabella's father, haughty Godfrey ? < 
In broad, and unambiguous words, he tells me. 
My father was a murderer, and forgM 
Alphonso's testament. 

Fab, From Palestine, 
That tale crept hither; where, foul slander says, 
The good Alphonso, not, as we believe. 
Died of a fever, but a venom'd drau^t. 
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Your father, his companion of the cross. 

Did with his own hand mingle ; his hand too, 

Assisted hy some cunning practisers, 

Modcl'd that deed, which, barring Godfrey's right, 

And other claims from kindred, jiam'd Count Ray* 

mond 
L(jrd of these fair possessions. 

Count, Ha! I have it; 
'Tis Godfrey's calumny; he has coin'd this lie ; 
And his late visit to the Holy Land, 
No doubt, has furnish'd likelihood of proof, 
To "ive his fiction colour. 

Fab. Sure, 'lis so. 

Count. He, too, has forg'd Uiis idle prophecy, 
(To shake me with false terrors) this prediction, 
SVhich, but to think of, usM to freeze my veins ; 
** That no descendant from my father's loins; 
" Should live to see a grandson ; nor Heaven's wrath 
** Cease to afflict us, till Alphonso's heir 
** Succeeded to his just inheritance." 
Hence superstition mines iny tottering state. 
Loosens my vassals' faith, and turns their tears, 
AVhich else would fall for my calamities. 
To gloomy pause, and gaping reverence : 
^Vhile all my woes, to their perverted sense, 
Seem but the marvellous accomplishment * 
Of revelation, out of nature's course. 

Fab. Reason must so interpret. Good my lord. 
What answer was return'd to Godfrey's challenge ? 

Count, Defiance. 

Fab. Heaven defend you ! 

Count, Heaven defend me ! 
I hope it will, and this right arm to boot. 
But, hark ! I hear a noise. — Perhaps my people 
Have found the fugitive. — Haste ! bid them enter. 

[Exit Fabian. 
She eyed me with abhorrence ; at the sound 
Of love — of marriage, fled indignant from me. 
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Yet must I win her: should she meet my wish, 
Godfrey would prop the right be strives to shake, 
Securing thus to his fair daughter's issue, 
All that now hangs on the sword's doubtful point. 

Enter Officer* 

Kow^ what tidings f 
Where is the lady ? 

Offi, We have searched in vain 
The castle round ; left not an aisle, or vault, 
Unvisited. 

Cofunt, Damnation! 

()ffi. Near the cloister, 
From whence, by the fiat door's descent, a passage 
Beneath the ground leads onward to the convent, 
We heard the echo of a felling weight, 
And sought it by the sound. 

Count. Well, and what then? 

()ffi. The unsettled dust left us no room to tloubt 
The door had just been raised. 

Count, She has escaped, 
And by confed'racy: to force that bar, 
Without more aid, had baffled twice her strength. 
Go on. 

Offi, We enter'd ; with resistance bold. 

Theodore 6rou^A^ in hy Fabian and 
Attendants, 

This peasant push'd us backward from the spot. 
My arm was rais'd to smite him, but respect 
For something in his asptsct, check'd the blow. 
He, chiding, parleying by turns, gave time 
For whosoever had descended there 
(The lady doubtless) to elude our search : 
The rest, himself will telL 

Count. [To Theodore.] Ha! what art thou ? 

Theodore. It seems, thy prifoiwr : disengage nic ^t^ 
From their rude grasp, aad I wt^ tell thee'more. 
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Count' Unhand him. I should know thee; I havo 
seen 
Features like thine. Answer me, wert thou found 
As these men say ? 

Theod. I was. 

Count, And what thy purpose ? 

Theod, Chance brought me there. 

Count. And did chance lead thee, toa, 
To aid a fugitive ? 

Theod, They saw not that. 

Count, They saw it not ! How ! could her delicate 
hands, 
Weak, soft, and yielding to the gentlest touch, 
Sustain that pond*rous mass ? No ; those tough arms. 
Thy force, assisted ; else, thou young dissembler 

Theod. She had been seiz'd, and by compulsion 
brought 
Where I stand now. 

Count, Thou dost avow it then. 
Boast it even to my face, audacious stripling! 
Such insolence, and these coarse rustic weeds 
Are contradictions. Answer me, who art thou ? 

Theod, Less than I should be ; more than what I 
seem. 

Count, Hence with this saucy ambiguity. 
What is thy name, thy country ? That mean habit. 
Which should teach humbleness, speaks thy condition. 

Theod, My name is Theodore, my country, France, 
My habit little suited to my mind. 
Less to my birth, yet ficfor my condition. 

Count. O, thou art^hen,some young adventurer. 
Some roving knight, a hero in disguise. 
Who, scorning forms of vulgar ceremony, 
No leave obtained, waiting no invitation. 
Enters our castles, wanders oerour halls, 
To succour dames distressed, or pilfer gold. 

Theod. There is a source of reverence for ihee here^ 
Forbids me, though provok'di retort thy taunts. 
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Count. If I endure this more, I shall grow vile 

Even to my hinds 

Tkeod, Hold, let me stop thy wrath. 
I see thy quivering lip, thy fiery eye. 
Forerun a storm of passion. To prevent thee 
From terms too harsh, perhaps, for thee to offer, 
Or me to hear (poor as I seem) with honour, 
I will cut short thy interrogatories, 
And on this theme give thee the full extent 
Of all I know, or thou canst wish to learn. 
Count, Do it. 

Theod. Without a view to thwart thy purpose, 
(Be what it might), was I within thy walls. 
In a dim passage of the castle-aisles. 
Musing alone, I heard a hasty tread, 
And breath drawn short, like one in fear of peril. 
A lady entered, fair she seem'd, and young, 
Guiding her timorous footsteps by a lamp; 
" The lord, the tyrant of this place, (she cried) 
" Fpr a detested purpose, follows me ; 
" Aid me, good youth:" then pointing to the ground^ 
" That door," she added, " leads to sanctuary." 
I seiz'd an iron hold, and, while I tugg'd 
To heave the unwilling weight, I leam'd her title. 
Count. The Lady Isabel ? 
Theod. The same. A gleam. 
Shot from their torches, who pursued her track^ 
Prevented more ; she hastened to the cave, 
And vanished from my sight. 

Count. And did no awe. 
No fear of him, she call'd this castle's lord, 
Its tyrant, chill thee ? 

Theod, Awe, nor fear, I know not. 
And trust, shall never ; for I know not guilt. 

Count, Then thou, it seems, art master here, not I; 
Thou canst control my projects, blast my schemes, 
And turn to empty air my power in Narbonnc. 
Nay, should my daughter chuse to fly my cast^ 
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Against my bidding, guards and bolts were vain : 
This frize-ctad champion, gallant Theodore, 
Would lend his ready arm, and mock my caution. 
Theod, l%y daughter! O, I were, indeed, too 
bless'd, 
Could I but live to render her a service ! 

Count. My daughter, would, 1 hope, disdain thy 

service. 
Theod, Wherefore am I to blame? What I have 
done, 
Were it to do again, again I'd do it. 
And may this arm drop palsied by my side. 
When its cold sinews shrink to aid affliction ! 
Count, Indeed ! 

Theod. Indeed. Frown on. — Ask thy own heart. 
Did innocence and beauty bend before thee, 
Hunted, and trembling, wouldst thou tamely pause, 
Scanning pale counsel from deliberate fear, 
And weigh each possibility of danger ? 
No ; the instinctive nobleness of blood 
Would start beyond the reach of such cold scruples, 
And instant gratify its generous ardour. 

Count, [Aside^ I must know more of this. His 
phrase, his look, 
His steady countenance, raise something here, 
Bids me beware of him. — I have no time 
To bandy idle words, with slaves like thee. 
I doubt not thy intent was mischievous ; 
Booty perhaps, or blood. Till more inquiry 
Clear, or condemn him, hold him in your guard. 
Give none admittance — Take him from my sight. 

Theod. Secure ih her integrity, my soul 
Casts back thy mean suspicions, and forgives thee. 

[Theodore w led out bij Attendants. 
Count. Away with him !— What means this heavi- 
ness ? 
My heart, that, like a well trimm'd, gallant bark, 
Was wont to mount the waves, and dash them off 
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In ineffectual foam, now seems to crack, 

And let in each assailing tide to sink me. 

I must not yield to this dull lethargy. 

Good Fabian, hie thee to Saint Nicholas' ; 

Bid holy Austin straight repair to me. [£x»^ Fabian; 

His sanctity, and reverend character, 

His pious eloquence, made engines for me, 

Might save a world of anguish to my soul, 

And smooth ray unwelcome purpose to Hortensia. 

But how prevail with him ? — Ambition ? — No; 

The world is dead in him, and gold is trash 

To one, who neither needs, nor values it. 

Interest and love shall wear the guise of conscience ; 

I must pretend nice scruples, which I feel not. 

And make him mediate for mc with the church. 

Yet he reveres the countess ; and, I fear. 

Will spy more sin, in doubts that wound'her quiet^ 

Than in my stifling them. But see, she comes, 

With downcast eye, and sad, dejected mien. 

I will not yet disclose it. 

Enter the Countess. 

Where's my child. 

My all of comfort, now, my Adelaide? 

Countess. Dear as she is, I would not have her all ; 
For 1 should fhen be nothing. Time has been. 
When, 'dhiT three long days of absence from you, 
You would have questioned me a thousand times, 
And bid me tell each trifle of myself; 
Then, satisfied at last, that all were well. 
At last, unwilling, turn to meaner cares. 

Count. This is the nature, still of womankind ; 
If fondness be their mood, we must cast off 
All grave-complexion'd thought, and turn our 

souls 
Quite from their tenour, to wild levity ; 
Vary with all their humours, take their hues, 
As unsubstantial Iris from the sun : 

c 2 
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Our bosoms are their passive instruments; 
Vibrate their strain, or all our notes are discord. 

Countess, Oh, why this new unkindness ? From thy 
lips 
Never till, now fell such ungentle words, 
Nor ever less was I prepar'd to meet them. 

Count, Never till now was I so urg'd, beset, 
Heram'd round with perils. 

Countess, Ay, but not by me. 

Count. By thee, and all the world. But yester* 
day, 
With uncontrollable and absolute sway 
I rul'd this province, was the unquestioned lord 
Of this strong castle, and its wide domains, 
Strotch'd beyond sight around me; and but now. 
The axe, perhaps, is sharpening, may hew down 
My perish'd trunk, and give the soil 1 sprung from. 
To cherish my proud kinsman Godfrey's roots. 

Countess, Heaven guard thy life ! His dreadful 
summons reached me. 
This ur^'d me hither. On my knees I beg, 
(And 1 have mighty reasons for my prayer) 
O do not meet him on this argument: 
By iicntltr means strive to divert his claim; 
Fly this detested place, this house of horror. 
And leave its gloomy grandeur to your kinsman. 

Count. Rise, fearlul woman! What! renounce my 
birthright ? 
Go forth, like a poor, friendless, banish'd man^ 
To gnaw my heart in cold obscurity ! 
Thou weak adviser ! Should I take thy counsel. 
Thy tongue would first upbraid — thy spirit scorn me. 

Ci/untcss. No, on my soul ! — Is Narbonne all the 
world ? 
My country is where thou art ; place is little : 
The sun will shine- the earth produce its fruits, 
Cheerful, and plenteously, where'er we wander. 
In humbler wtUks, bless'd wit^ my child and thee« 
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Yd think it Eden in some lonely vale. 

Nor heave one sigh for these proud battlements. 

Count. Such flowery softness suits not matron lips. 
But thou hast mighty reasons for thy prayer : 
They should be mighty reasons, to persuade 
Their rightful lord to leave his large possessions, 
A soldier challeng'd, to decline the combat. 

Countess. And are not prodigies, then, mighty rea- 
sons ? 
The owl mistakes his season, in broad day 
Screaming his hideous omens ; spectres glide, 
Gibbering and pointing as we pass along ; 
While the deep earth's unorganized caves 
Send forth wild sounds, and clamours, terrible; 
These towers shake round us, though the untroubled 

air 
Stagnates to lethargy : — our children perish. 
And new disasteis blacken every hour. 
Blood shed unright( ously, blood unappcasM, 
(Though we are guiltless,) cries, I fear, for vengeance. 

Count. Blood shed unrighteously ! have I shed 
blood ? 
No ; nature's confimon frailties set aside, 
ril meet my luulit boldly. 

Countess, Mighty Lord ! 
O ! not on us, with justice too severe, 
Visit the sin, not ours. 

Count. What can this mean ? 
Something thou wouldst reveal, that's terrible. 

Countess. Too long, alas! it has weigh'd upon my 
heart ; 
A thousand times I have thought to tell thee all ; 
But my tongue falter'd, and refus'd to wound thee. 

Count. Distract me not, but speak. 

Countess. I must. Your father 
Was wise, brave, politic ; but mad ambition, 
(Heaven pardon him !) it prompts to desperate deedn. 

c 3 
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. Count. I scarce can breathe* Pr'ythee be quick, 
and ease me. 

Countess, Your absence on the Italian embassy 
Left him, you know, alone to my fond care. 
Long had some hidden grief, like a slow fire, 
Wasted his vitals ; — on the bed of death, 
One object seem'd to harrow up his soul. 
The picture of Alphonso in the chamber: 
On that, his eye was set. — Methinks I see him. 
His ashy hue, his grisled, bristling hair, 
His palms spread wide. For, ever would he cry, 
** That awful form — how terrible he frowns ! 
" See, how he bares his livid, leprous breast, 
** And points the deadly chalice l" 

Count, Ha ! even so ! 

Countess, Sometimes he'd!^ seize my hands, and 
• grasp them close. 
And strain them to his hollow, burning eyes ; 
Then falter out, ^' I am, I am a villain ! 
*• Mild angel, pray fqr me; — stir not, my child; 
" It comes again ;~oh, do not leave my side." 
At last, quite spent with mortal agonies. 
His soul went forth — and Heaven have mercy on him ! 

Count. Enough ! Thy tale has almost iced my 
blood. 
Let me not think. Hortensia, on thy duty. 
Suffer no breath like this to pass thy lips : 
I will not taint my noble father's honour. 
By vile suspicions, suck'd from nature's dregs, 
And the loose ravings of distempered fancy. 
' Countess, Yet, Oh, decline this challenge ! 

Count, That, hereafter. 
Mean time, prepare my daughter to receive 
A husband of my choice. Should Godfrey come, 
(Strife might be so prevented) bid her try 
Her beauty's power. Stand thou but neuter, Fate ! 
Courage, and art, shall arm me from mankind. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



A Chamber. 



Enter Fabian a;t(2 Jaqueline. 

Tab, No, no, it cannot be. My lord's commandt 
»Vere absolute, that none should visit him. 

Jaq. What need he know it? 

Fab, But perthance he should ? 
the study of my life has been his pleasure ; 
Kor will I risk his favour, to indulge 
Such unavailing curiosity, 

Jaq. Call it not so ; I have kind counsel for him; 
Whiph, if he follow it, may serve to speed 
The hour of his deliverance, and appease 
The unjuslly-angcrM count. 

Fdb. Pray be content; 
1 dare not do it. Have this castle's walls 
Hous'd thee nine years, and, art thou yet to learn 
The temper of the count ? Serv'd and obey'd, 
There lives not one more gracious, liberal; 
Offend him, and his rage is terrible; 
I'd rather play with serpents. But, fair Jaquelinc, 
Setting aside the comeliness and grace 
Of this young rustic, which, I own, are rare, 
And baits to catch all women, pr'ythee tell, 
Why are you thus solicitous to see him ? 

Jaq, In me, 'twere base to be indifferent : 
He was my life's preserver, nay, preserved 
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A life more precious: yes, my dear young mistrosBl 
But for his aid, the etenial sleep of death 
Had clos'd the sweetest eyes that ever heam'd. 
Aloof, and frighted, stood her coward train. 
And saw a furious band of desperate slaves, 
Jnur'd to blood and rapine, bear her off. 

Fab, What ! when the gang of outlaw *d Thiery 
Rush'd on her chariot, near the wood of Zart, 
Was he the unknown youlh, who succour'd her 
All good betide him for it. 

Jaq, Yes, 'twas he. 
From one tame wretch he snatch'd a half-drawn 

sword. 
And dealt swift vengeance on the ruffian crew. 
Two, at his feet stretch'd dead, the rest, amaz'd, 
Fled, muttering curses, while he bore her back, 
Unhurt, but by her fears. 

Fab, He should be worshipp*d. 
Have statues rais'd to him ; for, by my life, 
I think, there does not breathe another like her. 
It makes me young, to sec her lovjely eyes : 
Such charity! such sweet benevolence! 
So fair, and yet so humble! prais'd forever, 
Nay, w^nder'd at, for nature's rarest gifts, 
Yet lowlier than the lowest, 

Jaq. Is it strange, 
Fair Adelaide and I, thus bound to him, 
Are anxious for his safety? What offence 
(And sure, 'twas unintended) could provoke 
The rigorous count thus to imprison him ? 

Fab. My lord was ever proud and choleric; 
The youth, perhaps unus'd to mienaces, / 
Brook'd them but ill, and darted frown for frown : 
This stirr'd the count to fury. But fear nothing; 
All will bo well ; I'll wait the meetest season, 
And be his advocate, 

Jaq. Mean time, repair to him ; 
Bid him be patient; let him want no comfort. 
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Kind care can minister. My lady comes. 
May I assure her of your favour to him ? 

Fab, Assure her, that the man, who sav'd her life, 
Is dear to Fabian as his vital blood. [Exit. 

Enter Adelaide. 

AdeL I sent thee to his prison. Quickly tell me^ 
What says he, does he know my sorrow for him ? 
Does he confound me with the unfeeling crew, 
Who act my father's bidding ? Can his love 
Pity my grief, and bear this wrong with patience ? 

Jaq, I strove in vain to enter. Fabian holds him, 
By the count's charge, in strictest custody ; 
And, fearful to awake his master's wrath. 
Though much unwilling, bars me from his presence. 

AdeL Unkind old man ! I would myself entreat 
him, 
But fear my earnest look, these starting tears, 
Might to the experience of his prying age 
Reveal a secret, which, in vain, I strive 
To hide from my own breast. 

Jaq. Alas, dear lady. 
Did not your tongue reveal it, your chang'd mien, 
Once lighter than the airy wood-nymph's shade, 
Now turn'd to pensive thought and melancholy, — 
Involuntary sighs, — ^your cheek, unlike 
Its wonted bloom, as is the red-vein'd rose. 
To the dim sweetness of the violet — 
These had too soon betray 'd you. But take heed ; 
The colour of our fate too oft is ting'd. 
Mournful, or bright, but from our first affections. 

AdeL Foul disproportion draws down shame on 
love, 
But where's the crime in fair equality ? 
Mean birth presumes a mind uncultivate. 
Left to the coarseness of its native soil, 
To grow like weeds, and die, like them, neglected; 
But he was born my equal ; lineag'd high. 
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And titled as our great ones. 

Jaq, How easy is our faith to what we wish ! 
His story may be feign'd* 

Adel. I'll not mistrust him. 
Since the bless'd hour, that brought him first to save 

me, 
How often have I listen'd to the tale ! 
Gallant, generous youth ! 
Thy sport, mistortune, from his infant years ! — 
Wilt thou pursue him still? 

Jaq, Indeed, 'tis hard. 

AdeL But, oh, the pang, that these ungrateful walls 
Should be his prison ! Here, if I were aught, 
His pn sence should have made it festival ; 
These gates, untouch'd, had leap'd to give him en- 
trance, 
And songs of joy made glad the way before him- 
Instead of thi'^, think what has been his welcome ! 
Dragg'd by rude hands before a furious judge. 
Insulted, menac'd, like the vilest slave. 
And doomM, unheard, to ignominious bondage. 

Jaq. Your tather knew not of his service to you ? 

Adel, No, his indignant soul disdain'd to tell it. 
Gn at spirits, conscious of their inborn worth, 
Scrrn by demand, to force the praise they merit ; 
The) feel a flume beyond their brightest deeds, 
And leave the weak lo note them, and to wonder. 

Jaq. buppress these strong emotions. The count's 
eye 
Is quick to find offence. Should he suspect 
This unpermitted passion, 'twould draw down 
More speedy vengeance (>n the helpless youth, 
Turning your fatal fondness to his ruin. 

Add, Indeed, I want thy counsel. Yet, oh, leave 
me ! 
Find, if my gold, my gems, can ransom him. 
Had I the world, it should be his as freely. 
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Jaq. Trust to my care. The countess comes to 
seek you ; 
Her eye is this way bent. Conceal this grief; 
All may be lost, if you betray such weakness. [Exit. 

Add, O love I thy sway makes me unnatural. 
The tears, which should bedew the grave, yet green^ 
Of a dear brother, turning from their source, 
Forget his death, and fall for Theodore. 

Enter the Countess. 

Countess, Come near, my love! When thou art 

from my side, 
Methinks I wander like some gloomy ghost. 
Who, doom'd to tread alone a dreary round. 
Remembers the lost things, that made life precious. 
Yet sees no end of cheerless solitude. 

Add. We have known too much of sorrow; yet, 

'twere wise 
To turn our thoughts from what mischance has ra- 

vish'd, 

And rest on what it leaves. My father's lover 

Countess. Was mine, but is no more. 'Tis past, 'tia 

gone. 
That ray, at last, I hoped would never set, 
My guide, my light, through fortune's blackest 

shades : 
It was my dear reserve, my secret treasure -, 
I stor'd it up, as misers hoard their gold, 
Sure counterpoise for life's severest ills : 
Vain was my hope ; for love's soft sympathy, 
He pays me back harsh words, unkind reproof. 
And looks that stub with coldness. 

Add, Oh, most cruel 1 
And, were he not my father, I could rail ; 
Call him unworthy of thy wondrous virtues; 
Blind, and unthankful, for the greatest blessing 
Heaven's ever-bounteous hand could shower upon him» 
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Countess. No, Adelaide; we must subdue such 
thoughts : 
Obedience is thy duty, patience mine. 
Just now, with stern and peremptory briefness. 
He bade me seek my daughter, and dispose her 
To wed, by his direction. 

AdeL The saints forbid ! 
To wed by his direction! Wed with whom ? 

Countess. I know not whom. He counsels with 
himself. 

Adel. I hope he cannot mean it. 

Countess. Twas his order. 

jidel, O madam ! on my knees ^ • 

Countess, What would my child ? 
Why are thy hands thus rais*d ? Why stream thine 

eyes? 
Why flutters thus thy bosom ? Adelaide, 
Speak to me! tell me, wherefore art thou thus ? 

jidel. Surprise and grief — I cannot, cannot speak. 

Countess. If 'tis a pain to speak, I would not urge 
thee. 
But can my Adelaide fear aught fromme? 
Am I so harsh ? 

Adel. Oh no ! the kindest, best ! 
But, would you save me from the stroke of death, 
If you would not behold your daughter, stretch'd, 
A poor pale corse, and breathless at your feet, 
Oh, step between me and this cruel mandate ! 

Countess. But this is strange ! — I hear your father's 
step: 
He must not see you thus: retire this moment. 
I'll come to you anon. 

Adel. Yet, ere I go, 
O make the interest of my heart your own ; 
Nor, like a senseless, undisceming thing, 
Incapable of choice, nor worth the question, 
Suffer this hasty transfer of your child : 
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Plead for me strongly, kneel, pray, weep for me ; 
And angels lend your tongue the power to move him ! 

[Exit. 
Countess. What can this mean, this ecstacy of pas- 
sion ! 
Can such reluctance, such emotions, spring 
From the mere nicety of maiden fear ? 
The source is in her heart ; I dread to trace it, 
Must then a parent's mild authority 
Be turn'd a cruel engine, to inflict 
Wounds on the gentle bosom of my child ? 
And am I doom'd to register each day 
But by some new distraction ? — Edmund ! Edmund ! 
In apprehending worse even than thy loss, 
My sense, confused, rests on no single grief; 
For that were ease to this eternal pulse. 
Which, throbbing here, says, blacker fates must follow; 

Enter Count and Austin, meeting. 

Count. Welcome, thrice welcome! By our holy 
mother. 
My house seems hallowed, when thou enter'st it. 
Tranquillity and peace dwell ever round thee; 
That robe of innocent white is thy soul's emblem, 
Made visible in unstain'd purity. 
Once more thy hand. 

Aust. My daily task has been, 
So to subdue the frailties we inherit, 
That my fair estimation might go forth. 
Nothing for pride, but to an end more righteous : 
For, not the solemn trappings of our state, 
Tiaras, mitres, nor the pontiff's robe. 
Can give such grave authority to priesthood. 
As one good deed of grace and charity. 

Count. We deem none worthier. But to thy errand! 

j4ust. I come commissioned from fair Isabel. 

Count, To me, or to the Countess? 

Just, Thus, to. both. 
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For your fair courtesy, and entertainment, 
She rests your thankful debtor. You, dear lady. 
And her sweet friend, the gentle Adelaide, 
Have such a holy place in all her thoughts, 
That 'twere irreverence to waste her sense 
In wordy compliments 

Countess, Alas ! where is she ? 
Till now I scarce had power to think of her; 
But 'tis the mournful privilege of grief, 
To stand excus'd from kind observances. 
Which else, neglected, might be deem'd offence. 

Amt, She dwells in sanctuary at Saint Nicholas': 
Why she took refuge there 

Count, Retire, Hortensia. 
I would have private conferencfe with Austin, 
No second ear must witness. 

Countess, May I not. 
By this good man, solict bei return ? 
' Count. Another time; it suits not now. — Retire. 

[Exit Countess. 
You come commission'd from fair Isabel ? 

Aust. I come commission'd from a greater power. 
The Judge of thee, and Isabel, and all. 
The offer of your hand in maniage to her. 
With your propos'd' divorce from that good lady. 
That honoured, injur*d lady, you sent hence. 
She has disclos'd to roe. 

C<Mnt, Which you approve not : 
So speaks the frowning prelude of your brow, 

Aust, Approve not! Did I not protest against it. 
With the bold fervour of enkindled zeal, 
I were the pander of a love, like incest ; 
Betrayer of my trust, my function s shame, 
And thy eternal soul's worst enemy. 

Count, Yet let not aeal, good man, devour thy rea- 
son. 
Hear first, and then determine. Well you know, 
My hope of heirs has perish'd with my sun ; 
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Since now full seventeen years, the unfruitful curse 
Has fallen upon Hortensia. Are these signs, 
(Tremendous signs, that startle Nature's order !) 
Graves casting up their sleepers, earth convuls'd, 
Meteors that glare my children's timeless deaths, 
Obscure to thee alone ? — I have found the cause* 
There is no crime our holy church abhors, 
Not one high Heaven more strongly interdicts, 
Than that commixture, by the marriage rite, 
Of blood too near, as mine is to Hortensia« 

j4ust. Too near of blood ! oh, specious mockery ! 
Where have these doubts been buried twenty years? 
Why wake they now ? And am I closetted 
To sanction them ? Take back your hasty words. 
Thai call'd me wise or virtuous; while you offer 
Such shallow fictions to insult my sense. 
And strive to win me to a villain's office. 

Count. The virtue of our churchmen, like our wives, 
Should be obedient meekness. Proud resistance. 
Bandying high looks, a port erect and bold. 
Are from the canon of your order, priest. 
Learn this, for here will I be teacher, Austin ; 
Our temporal blood must not bestirr'd thus rudely: 
A front that taunts, a scanning, scornful brow, 
Are silent menaces, and blows unstruck. 

AusL Not so, my lord ; mine is no priestly pride : 
When I put off the habit of the world, 
1 had lost all that made it dear to me. 
And shook off, to my best, its heat and passions. 
But can 1 hold in horror this ill deed, 
And dress my brow in false approving smiles ? 
No : could I carry lightning in my eye, 
Or roll a voice like thunder in your ears, 
So should 1 suit my utterance to my thoughts, 
And act as fits my sacred ministry. 

Count. O father ! did you know the conflici here ; 
How love and conscience are at war within me ; 
Most sure, you would not treat my grief thus harshly. 
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I call the saints to witness, were I master. 
To wive the perfect model of my wish, 
For virtue, and all female loveliness, 
I would not rove to an ideal form, 
But beg of Heaven another like Hortensia. 
Yet we must part. • 

jiust. And think you to excuse 
A meditated wrong to excellence. 
By giving it acknowledgment and praise f 
Rather pretend insensibility; 
Feign that thou dost not see like other men ; 
So may abhorrence be exchang'd for wonder. 
Or men from cursing fall to pity thee. 

Count, You strive in vain ; no power on earth cab 
shake me. 
I grant my present purpose seems severe. 
Yet are there means to smooth severity. 
Which you, and only you, can best apply. 

Aust, Oh no ! the means hang there, there by your 
side : 
Enwring your fingers in her flowing hair, 
And with that weapon drink her heart's best blood; 
So shall you kill her, but not cruelly, 
Compar'd to this deliberate, lingering murder* 

Count, Away with this perverseness 1 Get thee to 
her; 
Tell her my heart is hers ; here deep engrav'd 
In characters indelible, shall rest 
The sense of her perfections. Why I leave her, 
Is not from cloy'dor fickle appetite 
(For infinite is still her power to charm ;) 
But Heaven will have it so. 

Aust* Oh, name not Heaven ! 
'Tis too profane abuse. 

Count, Win her consent. 
(I ki^ow thy sway is boundless o'er her will,) 
Then join my hand to blooming Isabel. 
Thus^ will you do to all most worthy service ^ 
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The curse, averted thus, shall pass from Narbonne; 
My house again may flourish; and proud Godfrey, 
Who noAv disputes, will ratify my title, 
Pleas'd with the rich succession to his heirs. 

Aust. Has passion drown'd all sense, all memory r 
She was affianc'd to yout son, young Edmund. 

Count, She never lov'd my son. Our importunity 
"Won her consent, but not her heart, to Edmund. 

Aust, Did not that speak her soul pre-occupicd ? 
Some undivulg'd and deep-felt preference ? 

Count. Ha ! thou hast rous'd a thought : This Theo- 
dore! 
(Dull that I was, not to perceive it sooner !) 
He is her paramour ! by Heaven, she loves him ! 
Her coldness to my son ; her few tears for him ; 
Her flight; this peasant's aiding her; all, all, 
Make it unquestionable ; — but he dies. 

Aust. Astonishment! What docs thy phrensy 
mean? 

Count. I thank thee, priest ! thou scrv'st me 'gainst 
thy will. 
That slave is in my power. Come, follow me. 
Thou shalt behold the minion's heart torn out; 
Then to his mistress bear the trembling present. 

[Exmint. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 

AHaU. 

Enter Adelaide, 3 a^vkliv B.foliowing. 

Jaq, Where do you fly ? Heavens ! have you lost 
all sense? 

AdeL Oh, 'would I had ! for then I should not feel; 
But 1 have sense enough to know I am wretched, 
I'o see the full extern of misery ^ 
Yet not enough to teach me how to bear it. 

Jaq, I did not think your gentleness of nature 
Could rise to such extremes. • 

A del. Am I not tame ? 
What are these tears, this wild, dishevel'd hair ? 
Are these fit signs for such despair as mine? 
\Vomcn will weep for trifles, bawbles, nothing, 
For very frowardness will weep as I do : 
A spirit rightly touch'd would pierce the air, 
Call down invisible legions to his aid, 
Kindle the elements. — But all is calm ; 
No thunder rolls, no warning voice is heard, 
To tell my frantic father, this black deed 
Will sink him down to infinite perdition. 

Jaq, Rest satisfied he cannot be so cruel 
(Rash as he is) to shed the innocent blood 
Of a defenceless, unoffending youth. 

Add, He cannot be so cruel ? Earth and heaven ! 
Did I not see the dreadful preparations ? 
The slaves, who tremble at my father's nod. 
Pale, and confounded, dress the fatal block ? 
But I will fiy, fall prostrate at his feet ; 
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If nature is not quite extinguished in him, 

My prayers, my tears, my anguish, sure will move him. 

Jaq, Move him indeed ! but to redoubled fury : 
He dooms him dead, for loving Isabel ; 
Think, will it quench the fever of his rage. 
To find he durst aspire to charm his daughter. 

AdeL Did I hear right? for loving Isabel? 
I knew not that before. Does he then love her ? 

Jaq, Nothing I heard distinctly; wild confusion 
Runs through the castle : every busy fool, 
All ignorant alike, tells different tales. 

AdeL Away, it cannot be. I know his truth. 
Oh ! I despise myself, that for a moment 
(Pardon me, love !) could suffer mean suspicion 
Usurp the seat of generous confidence. 
Think all alike unjust, my Theodore, ' 
yrhen even thy Adelaide could join to wrong thee ! 

Jaq. Yet be advis'd 

AdeL Oh, leave me to my grief. — 
To whom shall I complain ? He but preserv'd 
My life a little space, to make me feel 
The extremes of joy and sorrow. Ere we met, 
My heart was calm as the unconscious babe. 

Enter Fabian. 

Fob. Madam, my lord comes this way, and com- 
mands 
To clear these chambers; what he meditates, 
TTis fit indeed were private. My old age 
Has liv'd too long, to see my master's shame. 

AdeL His shame, eternal shame ! Oh, more than 
cruel I 
How shall I smother it ! Fabian, what means he ? 
My father — him I speak of — this young stranger — 

Fab. My heart is rent in pieces : deaf to reason, 
He hears no counsel but from cruelty. 
Good Austin intercedes, and weeps in vain. 

Jag^. There's comioxt yet, if he is b^ \i\^i\^^.. 
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Look up, dear lady ! Ha! that dying paleness 

AdeL It is too much — Oh, Jaqueline ! 
Jaq. She faints ; 

Her gentle spirits could endure no more. 

Ha! paler still! Fabian, thy arm; support her. 

She stirs not yet. 

, Fab. Soft, bear her gently in. 

[Adelaide is carried oui^ 



SCENE II. 

Enter Covht, followed by Austin. 

Aust, I do believe thee very barbarous ; 
Nay, fear thy reason touch'd ; for such wild thoughts. 
Such bloody purposes, could ne'er proceed 
From any sober judgment ; — ^yet thy heart 
Will sure recoil at this* 

Count* Why, think so still ; 
Think me both ruffian-like, and lunatic; 
One proof at least Til give of temperate reason, — 
Not to be baited from my fix'd design 
By a monk's ban, or whining intercession. 

Aust. Thou canst not mean to do it. 

Count. Trust thine eyes. 
Thybalt ! bring forth the prisoner ; bid my marshal 
Prepare an axe. The ceremony's short; 
One stroke, and all is past. Before he die, 
He shall have leave to tliank your godliness, 
For speeding him*so soon from this bad world. 

Aust. Where is the right, the law, bv which you 
doom him ? 

Count, My will's the law, 

Aust. A venerable law ! 
The law by which the tiger tears the lamb, 
And kites devour the dove. A lord of France, 
Dress*d in a little delegated sway, 
Strikes at bis sovereign's face, viVi\\e\xe ^to^^\«% 
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His fuDctionSy trusted for the general good. 

Count. I answer not to thee« 

Aust. Answer to Heaven. 
When calFd to audit in that sacred courts 
Will that supremacy accept thy plea, 
^ I did commit foul murder, for I might ?" 

Count. Soar not too high; talk of the things of earth. 
I'll give thee ear. Has not thy penitent, 
Young Isabel, disclosed her passion to thee F 

Aust. Never. 

Count. Just now, her coldness to my son, 
You said, bespoke her heart preoccupied. 
The frail and fair make you their oracles ; 
Pent in your close confessionals you sit, 
Bending your reverend ears to amorous secrets. 

Aust, Scoffer, no more ! stop thy licentious tongue^ 
Turn inward to thy bosom, and reflect — 

Count. That is, be fool'd. Yet will I grant his life^ 
On one condition. 

Aust, Name it. 

Count. Join my hand 
To Isabel. 

Aust. Not for the world. 

Count. He dies. 

Theodore brought in. 

Come near, thou wretch ! \Vhen call'd before me first, 

With most unwonted patience I endur'd 

Thy bold avowal of the wrong thou didst me; 

A wrong so great, that, but for foolish pity. 

Thy life that instant should have made atonement ; 

But now, convicted of a greater crime, 

Mercy is quenched : therefore prepare to die. 

Theod, 1 was a captive long 'mongst infidels, 
Whom falsely I deem'd savage, since I find 
Even Tunis and Algiers, those nests of ruffians. 
Might teach civility to polish'd France^ 
If Jjfa depends but on 8 tyrant's frown. 
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Count, Out with thy holy trumpery,priest! delay not. 
Or, a he trusts in Mahomet, and scorns thee, 
Away with him this instant. 

AusL Hold, I charge you ! 

Theod. The turban'd misbeliever makes some show 
Of justice, in his deadly processes ; 
Nor drinks the sabre blood thus wantonly, 
Where men are valued less than nobler beasts. — 
Of what am I accused ? 

Count, Of insolence; 
Of bold, presumptuous love, that dares aspire 
To mix the vileness of thy sordid lees 
With the rich current of a baron's blood. 

Aust, My heart is touch'd for him.— ^^luch injured 
youth, 
Suppress awhile this swelling indignation ; 
Plead for thy life. - 

Theod, I will not meanly plead ; 
Nor, were my neck bow'd to his bloody block, 
If love's my crime, would I disown my love. 

Count, Then, by my soul, thou diest ! 

Theod, And let me die : 
With my last breath I'll bless her. My spirit, free 
From earth's encumbering clogs, shall soar above thee* 
Anxious, as once in life, I'll hover round her, 
Teach her new courage to sustain this blow, 
And guard her, tyrant ! from thy cruelty. 

Count. Hal give me way ! 

Aust, Why, this is mjEidness, youth : 
You but inflame the ra^e^ou should appease. 

Theod, He thinks me vile. 'Tis true, indeed, I 
seem so : 
But, though these humble weeds obscure piy outside^ 
I have a soul, disdains his contumely; 
A guiltless spirit, that provokes no wrong, 
Nor from a monarch would endure it, offer'd": 
Uninjur'd, lamb like; but a lion, rous'd. 
Know, too injurious lord, here stands before diec, 
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The equal of thy birth. 

Count. Away, base clod. — 
Obey me^ slaves. — What, all aroazM with lies ? 

jlust. Yet, hear him, Narbonne: that ingenuous 
face 
Looks not a lie. Thou saidst thou wert a captive — 
Turn not away ; we are not all like him. 

Tkeod. My story's brief. My mother, and myself, 
(I then an infant) in my father's abence. 
Were on our frontiers seiz'd by Saracens. 

Count, A likely tale ! a wdl-devis'd imposture ! 
Who will believe thee? 

Aust. Go on, siEiy all. 

Theod, To the fierce bashaw, Hamet, 
That scourge and terror of the Christian coasts, 
Were we made slaves at Tunis. 

Aust. Ha! at Tunis? 
Seiz'd with thy mother ? Lives she, gentle youth ? 

Theod, Ah, no, dear saint ! fate ended soon her 
woes. 
In pity, ended ! On her dying couch. 
She pray'd for blessings on me. 

Amt, Be thou blessed! 
O fail not, nature, but support this conflict ! 
^Tis not delusion, sure. It must be he. — 
But one thing more ; did she not tell thee too, 
Thy wretched father's name ? 

Theod. The lord of Clarinsal. 
Why dost thou look so eagerly upon me ? 
If yet he lives, and thou know'st Clarinsal, 
Tell him my tale. 

Aust, Mysterious Providence ! 

Count, What's this? the old man trembles and 
turns pale. [Aside, 

Theod, He will not let his offspring's timelessr ghost 
Walk unappeas'd; but o^i this cruel head 
Exact full vengeance for his slaughter'd son. 
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Auit. O Giver of ail good ! Eternal Lord ! 
Am I so bless'd at last, to see my son ? 

Theod. Let me be deaf for ever, if my ears ** . . 
Deceive me now ! did he not say his son ? ^ 

Aust. I did, I did ! let this, and this, convince thee. 
I am that Clarinsal ; I am thy father. 

Cmint. Why works this foolish moisture to my 

eyes ? [Andt. 

Down, nature ! what hast thou to do with vengeance? 

Theod. Oh, sir ! thus bending, let me clasp ypiir 
knees; — 
Now, in this precious moment, pay at once 
The long, long debt of a lost son's affection. 

Coujit, [Asidcl Destruction seize them both ! Must 
I behold 
Their transports, ne'er, perhaps, again to know 
A son s obedience, or a father's fondness ! 

Aust. Dear boy ! what miracle preserved thee thus. 
To give thee back to France ? 

Theod. No miracle. 
But common chance. A warlike bark of Spain 
Bore down, and seiz'd our vessel, as we rov'd 
Intent on spoil : (for many times, alas ! 
Was I compeird to join their hated league, 
And strike with infidels.) My country known, 
The courteous captain sent me to the shore ; 
Where, vain were my fond hopes to find my father ; 
'Twas desolation all : a few poor swains 
Told me, the rumour ran he had renounc'd 
A hated world, and here in Languedoc, 
Devoted his remains of life to Heaven. 

Aust. They told thee truth ; and Heaven shall have 
my prayers. 
My soul pour'd out in endless gratitude, 
For this unhoped, immeasurable blessing. 

Count. Thus far, fond man ! I have listen'd to the 
tale; 
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And think it, as it is, a grow contrivance-* 

A trick, devis'd to cheat my credulous reason, . 

And thaw me to a woman's milkiness. 

Aust. And art thou so unskilled ii^ nijLtijire's Ian* 
guage, 
Still to mistrust us ? Could our tongues deceive, 
Credit, what ne'er was feign'd, the genuine hearth- 
Believe these pangs, these tears of joy and anguish. 

Count. Or true, or faJse, to me it matters not. 
I see thou hast an interest in his jlife, 
And hy that link 1 hold thee. Woulds^ thoti save 

him, . 
Thou know'st already what my soul is set on, 
Teach thy proud heart compliance with my will : 
If not — but now no more. — He^ir all,and mark me — 
Keep special guard, that none, but by my orcjer, 
Pass from the castle. By my hopes of heaven, 
His head goes off, who dares to disobey me ! 

Farewell ! if he be dear to thee, remember. 

[EsU Count. 

Atist. If he be dear to m^ ! my vital blood ! 
Image of her, my soul delighted in, 
Again she lives in thee ! Yes, 'twas that voice, 
That kindred look, rais'd such strong instinct here. 
And kindled all my bosom at thy danger. 

Theod. But must we bear to be thus tamely copp'd 
By such insulting, petty despotism ? 
I look to my unguarded side in vain ; 
Had 1 a sword— 

Auit. Think not of vengeance now ; 
A mightier arm than thine prepares it for him. 
Pass but a little space, we shall behold him 
The object of our pity, not our anger. 
Yes, he must suffer; my rapt soul foresees it : 
Empires shall sink ; the ponderous globe of earth 
Crumble to dust ; the sun and stars be quench'd ; 
But O, Eternal Father ! of thy will. 
To the last letter, all shall be accomplished. 
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Tkeod. So let it be! bot, if bit pride must fall, 
Ye saintSy who watch o'er loveliness and virtue, 
Confound not with his crimes, her innocence ! 
Make him alone the victim ; but with biesung^ 
Bright, and distinguished, crown his beauteous daogb^ 

ter. 
The charming Adelaide, my heart's first passion! 

Auit, Oh most disastrous love 1 My son, my soi^ 
Thy words are poniards here. Alas ! I thought 
(So thought the tyrant, and for that he rag'd) 
The vows exchanged 'tween Isabel and thee. 
Thwarted the issue of his wild designs. 

Tkeod. I knew not Isabel, beyond a moment 
Pass'd in surprise and haste. 

Aust. O, had malignant fortune toil'd to blast him, 
Thus had she snared him in this fatal passion i — 
And does youns Adelaide return thy love? 

Tkeod. Bles^d powers, she does ! How can yoa 
frown, and hear it ! 
Her generous soul, first touch'd by gratitude. 
Soon own'd a kinder, warmer sympathy. 
Soft as the fanning of a turtle's plumes, 
The sweet confession met my enraptur'd ears. 

Amt. What can I do ? — Come near, my Theodore ; 
Dost thou believe my affection? 

Tkeod. Can I doubt it ? 

Auit. Think what my bosom luflers, when I tell 
thee, 
It must not, cannot be. 

Tkeod, My love for Adelaide! 

Autt. Deem it delicious poison ; dash it from thee : 
Thy bane is in the cup. 

Tkeod. O bid me rather 
Tear out my throbbing heart ; I'd think it mtercy, 
To this unjust, this cruel interdiction. 
That proud, unfeeling Narbonne, from his lips 
Well might such wo& have fiiUen ; — but thou, mj 
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inf. And ioBd, as ever own'dtkat tender] 
NotI, ttysooy Bot I pfeveot diis uniooy 
To Be llB hkUamem w eras thy widi, 
Bot oitiiie^ €ite, aiid Heaven, mil, afl forbid it. 
We nastwithdinwywliere Haven akme can Iwarot: 
Thoi Bnt tlioa stretch tky tool's best Realties ; 
^ everf maaiy pfinciple to sted thee ; 
Aiid,to oonfirai thy namcv secure thy honour, 
Mikt one great sacnfiee of love to justice* [£feHif. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



8CEHE U 



A Chamber* 



Adelaide discovered. 

AdeL Woe treads on woe.— Thy life, my Theo- 
dore, 
Thy threaten'd life, snatch'd from the impending 

stroke, 
Just gave a moment's respite to my heart; 
And now a mother's grief, with pangs more jkeen. 
Wakes every throbbing sense, and quite o*crwhelmi 

me. 
Her soul wrapp'd up in his, to talk thus to her I 
Divorce her, leave her, wed with Isabeli 

» 2 
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And call on Hearen, to sanctify the outrage ! 
How could my father's bosom meditate 
What SHvage tongues would falter even to speak f 
But see, he come s 

Enter Austin ancf Jaqueline. 

O let me bend to thank you ; 

In this extreme distress, from you alone 

(For my poor heart is vain) can she hope comfort 

AusL How heard she the ill tidings ? I had hope* 
His cooler reason would subdue the thought; 
And Heaven, in pity to her gentle virtues, 
Might spare her knowing, how he meant to wrong 
them. 
Jaq. I'he rumotir of the castle reach'd her first; 
But his own lips confirm'd the barbarous secret. 
Sternly, but now, he enttVd her apartment, 
And, stamping, frown'd her women from her pre' 

sence! 
After a lit tie while they had passed together^ 
Hii^ visage fitish'd with rage and mingled shame^ 
He burst into the chamber where we waited, 
Bade us return, and give our lady aid ; 
Then, covering his face with both his hands^ 
Went forth like one half-craz'd. 
AdeL Oh good, kind father! 
Thei-e i^ a charm in holy eloquence 
(If words can medicine a pang like this) 
Perhaps may sooth her. Sighs, and trickling tears^ 
Are all my love can give. As I kneel by her, 
She gazes oh me, clasps me to her bosom; 
Cries out. My child ! my child I then, rising quick, 
Severely lifts her streaming eyes to heaven ; 
Laughs wildly, and half sounds my father's name ; 
Till, quite o'erpower'd, she sinks from my embrace, 
While, like the grasp of death, convulsions shake her. 
Aust. Remorseless man ! this wound would reach 
her heart, 



^nd when she falls, his last, best prop, falls with heri 
•A^d see, the beauteouls mourner moves this way : 
TijDe has but little injured that fair fabric ; 
^ut cruelty's hard stroke, more fell than time^ 
^orks at the base, and shakes it to the centre. 

Enter the Countess. 

Counieii. Will then^ these dreadful sounds ne^eir 
leave my ears ? 
Our marriage was accnrs'd ; too long we have liv'd 
^^ In bonds forbid ; think me no more thy husband i 

The avenging bolt, for that incestuous name, 
^ Falls on my house, and spreads the ruin wide^^ 
These were his words. 

jidel% Obi ponder them no more ! 
Lo ! where the blessed minister of peace, 
He, whose mild counsels wont to charm your car^^ 
Is kindly come to cheer your drooping soul ; 
And see, the gooyd man weeps. 

Countess. What ! weep for me ? 

Aust. Ay, . tears of blood from my hearths inmost 
core. 
And count them drops of water from my eyes, 
Could they but wash out from your memory 
The deep affliction, you now labour with. 

Countess. Then still there is some pity left in man: 
I judg'd you all by him, and so 1 wrong'd you. 
I would have told my story to the sea, 
When it roared wildest ; bid the lioness, 
Robb'd of her young, look with compassion on me ; 
Rather than hoped in any form of man. 
To find one drop of human gentleness. 

Avst. Most honoured lady ! — 

Countess. Tray you, come not near me. 
I am contagion all ! some wicked sin. 
Prodigious, untepcnted sin, has stain'd me. 
Father^ 'twould blast thee but to hear the crimes, 
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This woman, who was once the wife of Raymond, 
This curs'd forsaken woman here, has acted. 

Amst. What slanderous tongue dare thus proCuiA 
your virtue ? 
Madam, I know you well ; and, by my order. 
Each day, each hour, of your unspotted life, 
Might give as fair a lesson to the world. 
As churchmen's tongues can preach, or saints could 
practise. 
Countess* He charges me with -all — ^Thou, poor 
Hortensia! 
'What guilt, preposterous guilt, is thine to answer ! 
AdeL In mercy, wound not thus your daughter's 

soul. 
Ausi. A villain or a madman might say this. 
Countess, What shall I call him ? He, who was my 
husband; 
My child, thy father ; — Hell disclaim thee too. 
But let him cast off all the ties of nature. 
Abandon us to grief and misery^- 
Still will I wander with thee o'er the world : 
I will not wish my reason may forsake me. 
Nor sweet oblivious dulness steep my sense. 
While thy soft age may want a mother's care, 
A mother's tenderness, to wake and guard thee. 

Adel, And, if the love of your dear Adelaide, 
Her reverence, duty, endless gratitude 
For all your angel goodness, now can move you. 
Oh, for my sake (lest quite you break my heart) 
Wear but a little outside show of comfort ; 
A while pretend it, though you feel it not, 
And I will bless you for deceiving me. 

Countess. I know 'tis weakness — folly, to be mov'd 
thus; 
And these, I hope, are my last tears for him. 
Alas, I little knew, deluded wretch ! 
His riotous fancy glow'd with Isabel i 
That not a thought of me possessed hia rnind^ 
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out coldness and aversion ; how to shun me, 
Ami turn me forth a friendless wanderer. 

Jmt. Lady, for your peace, 
Tbink, conscience is the deepest source of anguish : 
A hosom, free like yours, has life's best sunshine ; 
^is the warm blaze in the poor herdsman's hut ; 
That, when the storm bowls o'er his humble thatch, 
Brightens his clay-built walls, and cheers his soul. 
Countess, O lather, reason is for moderate sor* 
rows; 
For wounds which time has balm'd ; but mine ard 

fresh, 
All bleeding fresh, and pain beyond my patience. 
Ungrateful ! cruel ! how have I deserv'd it ? 
Thou tough, tough heart, break for my ease at 
once! 
j^tist. I scarce, methinks, can weigh him with him* 
self; 
Vexations strange, have fallen on him of late! 
And his distemper'd fancy drives him on 
To rash designs, where disappointment mads him. 
Countess^ Ah no! his wit is settled, and most 
subtle; 
Pride and wild blood are his distemper, father. 
But here I bid farewell to grief and fondness : 
Let him go kneel, and sigh to Isabel : 
And may he as obdurate find her heart, 
As his has been to me. 

jiunt. Why, that's well said ; — 
*Tis better thus, than with consuming sorrow 
To feed on your own life. Give anger scope 2 
Time, then, at length, will blunt this killing sense; 
And peace, he ne'er must know again, be yours. 

Countess, I was a woman, full of tenderness ; 
I am a woman, stung by injuries. 
Narbonne was once my husband — my protector ; 
He was— what was he not?— He is my tyrant ; 
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The unnatural tyrant of a heart, that lov'd him» 
With cool, deliberate baseness, he forsakes me; 
With scorn as steadfast shall my soul repay it. 

Aust. You know the imminent danger threatetii 
him, 
From Godfrey's fearful claim f 

Countess. Too well I know it; 
A fearful claim indeed ! 

Aust. To-morrow's sun 
Will sec him at these gates ; but trust my faith^ 
No violence shall reach you. Theirash count 
(Lost to himsell*) by force detains me here. 
Vain is his force :— our holy sanctuaryj 
Whate'er betides^ shall give your virtue shelter; 
And peace, and piety, alone, approach you. 

Countess. Oh, that the friendly boiom of thC 
earth 
Would close on me for ever ! 

Amt. These ill thoughts 
Must not be cherished. That all righteous Powers 
Whose hand inflicts, knows to reward our patience : 
Farewell ! command me ever as your servant, 
A ud take the poor man's all, my prayers and bles^ 
ing; [Exit AusTiK% 

AdeL Will you hot strive to rest? Alas! 'tii 
long. 
Since you have slept. I'll lead you to your couch ; 
And gently touch my lute, to wake some strain^ 
May aid your slumbers. 

Countess, My sweet comforter ! 
I feel not quite forlorn> when thou art near mty, 

Adel. Lean on my arm. 

Countess. No, I will in alonc^ 
My sense is now unapt for harmony^ 
But go thou to Alphonso's holy shrine ; 
There, with thy innocent hands devoutly rais^d^ 
tmplore his sainted spirit, to receive 
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Thy humble supplications ; and to avert 
From thy dear head, the still impending wrath. 
Tor one black deed, that threatens all thy race. 

[JExt/ComiTESS* 
^del For thee my prayers shall rise, not for my* 
selfy 
And every kindred saint will bend to hear me, 
But,0 my fluttering breast!— lis Theodore! 
How sad, and earnestly, he views that paper I 
U turns him pale^ Beshrew the envious paper ! 
Why should it steal the colour from that cheek, 
Which danger ne'er could blanch } He sees me not, 
111 wait ;^' and should sad thoughts disturb his quiet. 
If love has power, with love's soft breath dispel them, 

[Exit Adelaide, 

A Enter Theodore^ witk a Paper, 

Tkeodn My importunity at last has conquered : 
Weeping, my father gave, and bade me read it. 
^ Tis there, he cried, ** the mystery of thy birth jj 
^ There, view thy long divorce from Adelaide.** 
Why should I read it ? Why with ravenous haste 
Gorge down my bane? The worst is yet concealed | 
Then wherefore, eager for my own destruction? 
Inquire a secret, which, when known, must sink 

me? 
^y eye starts back from it ; my heart stands still ; 
And every pulse, and motion of my blood. 
With prohibition, strong as sense can utter, 
"Cries out," Beware !" — But does my sight deceive! 
Is it not she ? Up, up, you black contents: 
A brighter object meets my ravish'd eyes. 
Now let the present moment, love, be thine ! 
For ill, come when it may, must come untimely. 

Enter Adelaide. 

AdeL Am 1 not here unwish'd for? 
TAead, My best angel I 
Wen seas tfetween us, thou art stiU viYvete \ «iX«i* 
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I bear thy precious image ever round me« 
As pious men the relics they adore. 
Scarce durst I hope to be so blest to see thee. 
But could not wish a joy beyond thy presence. 

AdeL O Theodore! what wondrous turns of for* 
tune 
Have given thee back to *a dear parent's arms } 
And spite of all the horrors which surround me^ 
And worse, each black eventful moment threatens^ 
My bosom glows with rapture at the thought 
Thou wilt at last be bless d. 

Theod, But one way only 
Can I. be bless'd. On thee depends my fate. 
Lord Raymond, harsh and haughty as he is^ 
And adverse to my fathers rigid virtue^ 
\Vhcn he shall hear out ptire, unspotted vows, 
Will yield thee to my wishes; — but, curs'd stars? 
How shall I speak it? 

Add. What? 

Theod. That holy man, 
That Clarinsal, whom I am bound to honour, 
Perversely bids me think of thee no more. 

Add. Alas ! in what have I offended him ? 

Theod, Not so ; he owns thy virtues, and admiM 
them« 
But with a solemn earnestness that kills me, 
He urges some mysterious, dreadful cause. 
Must sunder us for ever. 

Adel. Oh, then fly me ! 
1 am not worth his frown; begone this moment; 
Leave me to weep my mournful destiny, 
And find some fairer, happier maid, to bless thee. 

Theod. Fairer than thee! Oh, heavens! the deK» 
Gate hand 
Of nature, in her daintiest mood, ne'e^ fashionM 
Beauty so rare. Love's roseate deity, 
jpresh from his mother's kiss, breathed o'er thy mould 



That soft, ambrosial hue, — Fairer than thee ! 
^Fwere blasphemy in Wf tongue but thine. 
So to disparage thy unmatch'd perfections, 

Jldeln Noy Theodore^ I dare not hear thee longer ; 
Perbaps, indeed, there is some fatal cause. 

Theod. There is not, cannot be. Tis but his pride. 
Stung by resentment 'gainst thy furious father-^ 

AdeL Ah no ; he is too generous, just, and good. 
To hate me for the ounces of my father, 
fiut find the cause. At good Alphonso's tomb 
1 go to offer up my. orisons ; 
There bring me comfort, and dispel my fears ; 
Qv teach me, (oh, hard thought !) to bear our parting. 

[Exit Adelaide, 

Tkeod. She'^ gone, and now, firm fortitude, support 
me! 
For h.ete I read my sentence; life or death. 

[Takes out ihe Paper^ 
T^ ovt fhe gnmdson of the good Jlphonso, 
Awi Narbonne's rightful lord. — Ha ! is it so ? 
!'hen has this boist'rous Raymond dar'd insult me, 

^here I alone should rule : — yet not by that 
Ivx I condemned to lose her. Thou damn'd scroll ! 
} fear thou hast worse poison for my eyes. 
Jjong i^rf the champions^ bound for Palestine^ 
(Thy grandsire then their chief,) by adverse windst 
Ij^ain*d i» Naples; where he sax»y and Uyifdy 
And wedded secretly, Vicenza*s daughter ; 
Tor,^ till the holy warfare should be clos'd. 
They deem'd it nme tQ keep th rite conctaVd. 
The iss»€ cftiat marriage was thy mother; 
B'^ the same hour that gave her to the worlds 
for e^er elos'd the fair one's eyes who bore her, 
foul treason next cut short thy grandsire\ thread ; 
Foisoffd he feU^—^-^ 

[Theodore pauses, and Austin, who has heem 
^Ofoie time behindj^ advances. 
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Just, By Raymond's felon father, 
Woo, adding fraud to murder, ibrg'd a will> 
Devising to himself and his descendants, 
Tiiy rights, thy titles, thy inheritance* 

Tkeod, Then I am lost — 

A tut. Now think, unkind young man^ 
AVas it for naught I wam'd thee to ta^e heed. 
And smother in its birth this dangerous passion f 
The Almighty arm, red for thy grandsire's murderi 
Year after year has terribly been stretch'd 
O er all the land, but most this guilty race. 

TAevd, The murderer was guilty, not his race* 

Aiut. Great crimes, like this, have lengthened pu* 
nishments. 
Why speak the fates by signs and prodigies? 
Why one by one falls this devoted line. 
Accomplishing the dreadful prophecy. 
That none should live to enjoy the fruits of blood f 
But wave this argument. — ^Thou wilt be call'd 
To prove thy right, 
By combat with the Count. 

Tkeod, In arms Til meet him; 
To-morrow, now. — 

Aust. And, reeking wit)^ his bloody 
-Offer the hand, which shed it, to his daughter? 

Theod, Ha! 

Aust. Does it shake thee?— Come, my Theo* 
dore^ 
L^t not a gust of love-sick inclination 
Root, like a sweeping whirlwind, from thy soul 
All the fair growth of noble thoughts and virtue^ 
Thy mother planted in thy early youth ; 
Oh, rashly tread not down the promised harvest, 
They toil'd to rear to the full height of honour ! 

Tkeod. Would I had liv'd obscure in penury, 
Rather than thus! — Distraction! — ^Adelaide 1 
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EfUer A DEL A IDS. 

JdeL Oh, whither shall I fly! 
Tieod. What means my love? 
by thus disturbed? 
JdeL The castle is beset ; 
e superstitious, fierce, inccmstant people, 
adder than storms, with weapons caught iu haste, 
enace my father^s life ; rage^ and revile him ; 
^1 him the heir of murderous usurpation ; 
sd swear theyll own no rightful lord but Godfrey* 
Aust, Blind wretches! I will hence, and try my 
power 
« aUay the tumult. Follow me, my son ! 

[Exit Austin*. 
AdeL Go not defenceless thus ; think on thy safety, 
«e, yonder jporch opes to the armoury ; 
^here coats of mailed proof, falchions, and casques, 
nd all the glittering implements of war, 
^^tand terribly arranged. 

Tkeod. Heavens I 'twas what I wish'd. 
^es, Adelaide, I go to fight for him: 
*X'hy £&ther shall not fall ingloriously ; 
^ut, when he sees this arm strike at his foes, 
^ball own, thy Theodore deserved his daughter. 

[ExeunU 
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ACT THE FIFTH, 



BCBHE I. 



AHaU. 



Enter Count, Fabian, Austin, Attendants vAi 

Prisonbrs. 

Count. Hence to a dungeon with those mutinous 
slaves ; 
There lei them prate of prophecies and visions ; 
And \%hen coarse fare and stripes bring back thei> 

senses, 
Perhaps I may relent, and turn them loose 
To new offences, and fresh bhastisement. 

[Exeunt OrriCERS, ^, 
Fab. You bleed, my lord ! 
Count, A scratch — <leath ! to be bay'd 
By mungrels ! curs ! They yelp'd, and show'd their 

fangs, 
Growl'd too, as they would bite. But ^as't not poor, 
Unlike the generous strain of Godfre/s lineage^ 
To siir the rabble up in nobles' quarrels, 
And bribe my hinds and vassals to assault me. 
Aust. Thi y were not stirrM by Godfrey. 
Count Who then siirr'd them f 
Thyself, perhaps. Was't thou? And yet I wrong 

thee ; 
Thou didst preach peace ; and straight they crouch'd 

and shrunk, 
More tam'd by the persuasion of thy tongue, 
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Than losing the hot drops my steel drew from them. 
^ Attst. I might, perhaps, have look'd for bettet 

thanks, 
Than taunts to pay my service. — But no matten— 
My son, too, served thee nobly ; he besttode thee. 
And drove those peasants back, whose staves and 

clubs, 
But for his aid^ had shivered that stout frame : 
But both, too well accustom'd to thy transports, 
Nor ask, nor hope thy courtesy. 

Count, Your pardon! 
I knew my life was sav'd^ but not by whom ; 
I wish'd it not) yet thank him. 1 was down, 
Btunn'd in the inglorious broil ; and nought rememb^^ 
More than the shame of such a paltry danger. 
Where is he? 

jiusti Here. 

[1'heodore advances Jhm the Back of the 
Stage. 

X^ount. [Starting.] Ha ! angels shelter me ! 

Theodk Why starts he thus? 

Count, Are miracles renew'd? 
Art thou not ris'n from the mouid'ring grave? 
And in the awtul majesty of death, 
'Gainst nature, and the course ol mortal thought^ 
Assum'st the likeness of a living form^ 
To blast my soul with horror ? 

Theod, Does he rave ? 
Or means he thus to mock me ? 

C<nrnf. Answer me! 
Speak, some of you, who have the power to speak % 
Is it not he? 

Fab, Who, good my lord > 

Count, Alphonso. 
His form, his arms, his air^ his very frown. 
Lord of these confines, speak — declare thy plea8llt1f| 

Theod. Dost thou not know me then ? 
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Count. Ha! Theodore? 
This sameness, not resemblance, is past faith. 
All statues, pictures, or the likeness kept 
By memory, of the good Alphonso living. 
Are faint and shadowy traces, to this image ! 

Fab. Hear me, my lord, so shall Uie wended 
cease. — 
The very arms he wears, were once Alphonso's. 
He found them in the stores, and brac'd them on. 
To assist you in your danger. 

Ctmnt, Tis most strange. 
I strive, but cannot conquer this amasement : 
I try to take them off; yet still my eyes 
Again are drawn, as if by magic on him. 

Aust, [Aiide to Theodore.] Hear you, my son f 

Theod. Yes, and it wakes within me, 
Sensations new till now, 

Aust* To-morrow's light 
Will show him wonders greater, — Sir, it pleasM you, 
(Wherefore you best can tell) to make us here 
Your prisoners ; but the alarm of your danger 
Threw wide your gates, and freed us. We retum'd 
To give you safeguard .-^-JVlay we now depart ? 

Count, Ay, to the confines of the farthest earth ; 
For here thy sight unhinges Raymond's soul. 
Be hid, where air or light may never find thee 3 
And bury too that phantom. 

[Exit Count, toith his Attend AMTSt 

Theod, Insolence! 
Too proud to thank our kindness ! yet, what horror 
Shook all his frame, when thus I stood before him 1 

Aust, The statue of thy grandsire 
(The very figure as thou stood'st before him, 
Arm'd just as thou art), seem'd to move, and live; 
That breathing marble, which the people's love 
Rear'd near his tomb, within our convent's walls. 
Anon ril lead thee to it. 
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Theod, Let me hence, 
To shake these trappings off. 

Aiut. Wear them, and mark me. 
£ic night, thy kinsman Godfrey, will be master 
Of fill thy story : — 
He is brave, and just, 
<And will support thy claim. Should proof and 

reason 
Fail with the usurper, thou must try thy sword 
(And Heaven will strike for thee) in combat with 

him. 
The conscious flash of this thy grandsire^s mail, ^ 

Worse than the horrors of the fabled Gorgon, 
That curdled blood to stone, will shrink his sinews, 
And cast the withered boaster at thy feet. 

Theod. Grant it ye' powers ! but not to shed hi^ 
blood: 
The father of my Adelaide, that name — 

Aust. Is dearer for than mine; — my words ar« 
air; 
My counsels pass unmark'd. But come, my son ! 
To-night my cell must house thee. Let me show 

thee 
The humble mansion of thy lonely father. 
Proud once, and prosperous ; where 1 have wept, aoil 

pra/d. 
And, lost in cold oblivion of the world, 
Twice nine long years ; thy mother, and thyself 
And God, were all my thoughts. 

Theod^ Ay, to the convent ! 
For there my lovei my Adelaide, expects me. [Asiie. 
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SCEVIQ Uf 



Another Apartfnent in the Castle. 



Enter Count ixnd Fabiak« 

Count. By hell, this legend of Alphonso's death 
Hourly gains ground. 

Fabf They talk of naught besides ; 
Aiid their cra^'d notions are so full of wonder. 
There's scarce a common passage of the times, 
But straight their folly makes it ominous. 

Count. F^me, that^ like water, widens from itf 
source. 
Thus often swells, and spreads a shallow falsehood. 
At first, a twilight tale of village terror. 
The hair of boors and beldams bristled at it ; 
(Sucli bloodless fancies wake to nought but fear :) 
Then, heard with grave derision by the wise. 
And, from contempt, unsearch'd and unrefnted^ 
It pass'd upon the laziness of faith, 
like many a lie, gross, ^nd impossible. 

Fab. A lie believed, may in the end, my lord, 
Prove fatal as a written gospel truth. 
Therefore— 

Count. Take heed ; and ere the lightning strike, 
Fly from the sulphurous clouds.-^I am not dull; 
For, bright as ruddy meteors through the sky. 
The thouglit flames here, shall light me to my safety. 
Fabian, away ! Send hither to me straight, 
Renchild and Thy bait. [Exit Fabiak.] They ar« 

young and fearless. 
Thy fii^h^i ungrateful Isabel, compeU me 
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To this rude course. I would have all with kind- 
ness; 
Nor stain the snow-white flower of my true love 
With spots of violence. But it must be so. 
This lordly priest^ this Clannsal, or Austin^ 
Lake a true churchman, by his calling tainted, 
Prates conscience ; and in craft abets £larl Godfrey, 
That Isabel may wed his upstart son. 
Let Rome dart all her lightnings at my head. 
Till her grey pontiff singe in his own fires : 
Spite of their rage, 111 force the sanctuary, 
And bear her off this night, beyond their power; 
My bride, if she consents ; if not, my hostage. 

Enter Two Officers. 

Come hither, sirs. lake twenty of your fellows ; 
Post ten at the great gate of Nicholas ; 
The rest, by two's, guard every avenue 
Leads from the convent to the plain or castle. . 
Charge them (and as their lives shall answer it,) 
That none but of my train pass out, or enter. 

1 Offi. We will, my lord, about it instantly. 

Count, Temper your zeal, and know your ordars 
first. 
Take care they spill no blood : — no violence. 
More than resisting who would force a passage: 
The holy drones may buzz, but have no stings. 
I mean to take a bawble from the church, 
A reverend thief stole from me. Near the altar, 
(That place commands the centre of the aisle) 
Keep you your watch. If you espy a woman 
(There can be only she), speed to me straight ; 
You^ll find my station near Alphonso's porch* 
Be swift as winds, and meet me presently. 

[Exeunt severally. 
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SCENE III. 



The inside of a Convent^ with Aisles and Gothic Jrcka: 
part of an Altar appearing on one side ; the StatK 
of Alphoxso, in Arrmmr^ in the centre. Other 
Statues and Monuments also appearing. Adelaioi 
veiled, rising from her knees before the Statue^ 
Alphonso. 

AdeL Alas ! 'tis mockery to pray as I do. 
Thoughts fit for Heaven, should rise on seraphs' 

wings, 
Unclogg'd with aught of earth; but mine bang here; 
Beginning, ending, all in Theodore. 
"Why comes he not? 'Tis torture for the unblessed. 
To suffer such suspense as my heart aches with. 
What can it be, — this secret, dreadful cause. 
This shaft unseen, that's wing*d against our love? - 
Perhaps — I know not what. — At yonder shrine 
Bending, I'll seal my irrevocable vow : 
Hear, and record it, choirs of saints and angels ! 
If I am dooro'd to sigh for him in vain, 
No second flame shall ever enter here ; 
But, faithful to thy fond, thy first impression, 
Turn thou, my breast, lo every sense of joy. 
Cold as the pale-ey'd itiarbles which surround me. 

[Adelaide xoithdraws^ 

Enter Austin and Theodore. ^ 

Aiist» Look round, my son! This consecrated 

place 

Contains the untimely ashes of thy grandsire. 

With all the impious mockery of grief. 

Here were they laid by the dire hand which sped 

bim. 

1 
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There stands his statue; were a glass before thee, 
So would it give thee back thy outward self. 

Theod, And may the Power, which fashion'd thui 
my outside, 
With all his nobler ornaments of virtue 
Sustain my soul I till generous emulation 
Haise me, by deeds, to equal his renown. 
And— 

Au^, To avenge him. Not by treachery. 
But, casting off all thoughts of idle love, 
Of love ill-match'd, unhappy, ominous, — 
To keep the memory of his wrongs ; do justice 
To his great name^ and prove the blood you spring 
from. 

Theod. Oh, were the bold possessor of my rights 
A legion arm'd, the terrors of his sword 
Resistless as the fiash that strikes from Heaven, 

ft ' 

Undaunted would I meet him. His proud crest 
Should feel the dint of no unpractisM edge. 
But, while my arm assails her father's lite. 
The unnatural wound returns to my own breast. 
And conquest loses Adelaide for ever. 

AusL The barbarous deed of Raymond's father 
> lost her. 

Theod, Pierce not my soul thus. Can you love 
your son, — 
And coldly tell me. 

Without one tear unmov'd thus, I must lose her? 
But where, where is she? [Looking out.] Heavenly 

innocence ! 
See, the dear saint kneels at the altar's foot ; 
See, her white hands with fervent clasps are rais'd ; 
Perhaps for me. Have you a heart, my father, 
And bid me bear to lose her? — Hold me not — 
1 come, I fly, my life, my all ! to join thee. ^Exit. 

Just. Return, return, rash boy !- Pernicious 

i^hance! 

f2 
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One glance from her will quite destroy my work, 
And leave me but my sorrow for my labour. 

[Follows Mm. 

Enter Count. 

Count, Am 1 tum'd coward, that my tottering 
knees 

Knock as I tread the pavement? — ^Tis the place; 

The sombrous horror of these long-drawn aisles. 

My footsteps are beat back by naught but echo. 

Struck from the caverns of the vaulted dead ; 

Yet now it seem'd as if a host pursued me. 

The breath, that makes my words, sounds thunder- 
like. 

Sure 'twas a deep-fetched groan,— No ; — ^hark, agpun ! 

Then 'tis the language of die tombs ; and see !— *• 

[Pointu^ to the Statue of Alphonso, 

Like their great monarch, he stands rais'd above them. 

Who's there ? 

Enter Two Officers. 

1 Offi, My lord, where are you ? 
Count. Here — speak man ! 

Why do you shake thus i Death ! your bloodless 

cheeks 
Send fear into me. You, sir, what's the matter ? 

2 Offi. We have found the lady. 
Count, My good fellows, where ? 

1 Qffi, Here, from this spot, you may yourself be- 
hold her; 
Her face is towards the altar. 

Count, [Looking out,] Blasts upon me I 
Whither my eyes for ever!— Ay, 'tis she ; 
Austin with Theodore; he joins their hands:— 
Destruction seize thent! O dull, tardy fool ! 
My love, and my ambition, both defeated ! 
A marriage in my sight \ Come forth ! come forth ! 

(^Draw< a Dagger. 
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Arise, grim Vengeance, and wash out my shame! 
Ill-fated girl ! A bloody Hymen waits thee I 

f Rushes out. 
. 1 Offi. His face is black with rage — his eyes flash 

fire; 
I do not like this service. 
2 Qfi. No, nor I. 

1 Qffi. Heard you that shriek ? — It thunders. By 
my soul, 
1 feel as if my blood were froze within me. 
Speak to me. See be comes. [Officers retire. 

\ 

I 

Enter Count, uith a bloody Dagger. 

Count, The deed is done. 
Hark, the deep thunder rolls. I hail the sign; 
It tells me, in loud greetings, I'm reveng'd. 

Enter Theodore, with his Sword drawn. 

Theod. Where, where's the assassin ? 

Count. Boy, the avenger's here. 
Behold, this dagger smokes with her heart's blood ! 
That thou stand'st there to brave me, thank that mail. 
Or, traitor, thou hadst felt me.' — But 'tis done. 

Tieod. Oh, monstrous! monstrous! 

Count. Triumph now o'er Narbonne ; 
Boast, how a stripling and a monk deceived 
The easy Count; but, if thou lov'st thy bride. 
Take that, and use it nobly. 

[Throws down the Dagger. 

Theod. 'Gainst thy heart,* 
Barbarian, would I use it : but look there ; 
There are ten thousand daggers. 

Aust, [fVithout,"] Ring out the alarm; 
Fly all ; bring aid, if possible, to save her. 
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Enter Adelaide, wounded, and supported by Austik. 
Theodore advances to her, and assists in supporting 
and bringing her forward. Some of the Count's 
Attendants enter from the Castle^ xoHJkiigkted 
Torches. 

Count, Ha ! lightning shiver me ! 

AdeL My lord ! my father ! 
Oh, bear me to his feet. 

Aust. Thou man of blood. 
Past utterance lost ; see what thy rage has done ! 

Count, Ruin ! despair ! ray child, my Adelaide ! 
Art thou the innocent victim of my fury ? 

Adel, I am, indeed. I know not my offence ; 
Yet sure, 'twas great, when my life answers it. 
Will you forgive me now ? 

Count, Oh, misery! 
Had I unnumber d lives, Td give them all, 
To lengthen thine an hour. What phrensy seiz'd roe ! 
That veil, the glimmering light, my rage, deceived me. 
Unnatural wound ! detested parricide ! 
Good youth, in pity strike this monster dead ! 

Adel. Listen not to his ravings. [To Theodore. 
Alas, my Theodore ! 
I struggle for a little gasp of breath ; 
Draw it with pain ! and sure, in this last moment^ 
You will observe me. — 
Live, I charge you : 
Forget me not, but love my memory. 
If 1 was ever dear to thee, my father 
(Those tears declare 1 was), will you not hear me, 
And grant one wish to your expiring child ? 

Count, Speaki tell me quickly, thou dear, suffering 
angel 1 

Add, Bo gentle to my mother ; her kind nature 
Has sulTcr'd much ; she will need all your care; 
iorsakc her not ; and may the All-merciful 
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Look down with pity on this fatal error : 

Bless you — and^-oh — [Dies. 

Ccmt. She dies in prayer for me ; 
Prays forme, while her life streartos from my stroke. 
What prayers can rise for such a wretch as I am ? 
Seize me, ye fiends ! rouse all your stings and tor« 

ments! 
See, hell grows darker as I stalk before them, 

Theod. [After looking some time at Adelaide's 
BodifJ] Tis my black destiny has murder'd 
thee. 
Stand off— [T% hold kirn.] I will not live. 
This load of being is intolerable ; 
Andy in a happier world, my soul shall join her. 

[Rushes out, 
Aust. Observe, and keep him from all means of 
death. 

JB«ftfr Countess, Fabian, and other Attendants. 

Countess. Whence were those cries? what meant 
that fearful bell ? 
Who shall withhold me ? I will not return. 
Is there a horror I am stranger to ? 

Aust, There is ; and so beyond all mortal patience, 
I can but wish you stripped of sense and thought. 
That it may pass without destroying you. 

Countess, What is it? Speak — 

Aust, [Looking towards the Body,'] Turn not your 
eyes that way, 
For there, alas 

Countess, O Lord of earth and heaven ! 
Is it not she? my daughter, pale, and bleeding! 
She's cold, stark cold: — can you not speak to me? 
Which of you have done this ? 

Count, Twas ease till now ; 
Fall, fall, thick darkness, hide me from that face ! 

Aust, Rise^ madam^ 'tis in vain. — Heaven comfoit 
hcri 
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CoMttess. Shall I not strive to warm her in my 
breast ? 
She is my all; I have nothing left but her. 
You cannot force me from her. Adelaide ! 
My child, my lovely child ! thy mother calls thee. 
She hears me not ; she's dead. — Oh, God ! I know 

ihee — 
Tell me, while I have sense, for my brain bums ; 
Tell me — ^yet what avails it ? V\\ not curse- 
There is a Power to punish. 

Count. Look on me ! 
Thou hadst much cause to think my nature cruel ; 
I wron^d thee sore, and this was my last deed. 

Countess, Was thine? thy deed? Oh, execrable 
monster : 
Oh, greatly worthy of thy blood-stain'd sire ! 
A murderer he, and thou a parricide ! 
Why did thy barbarous hand refrain from me ? 
1 was the hated bar to thy ambition ; 
A stab like this, had set thee free tor ever ; 
Sav'd thee from shame, upbraiding, perjuries ; — 
But* she — this innocent — what had she done ? 

Count, I thank thee. I was fool enough, or coward. 
To think of life one moment, to atone 
'by deep repentance for the wrongs I did thee* 
But, hateful to myself, hated by thee, 
By Heaven abandoned, and the plague of earth. 
This, this remains, and all are satisfied. 

[Stabs himself. 
Forgive me, if 'tis possible — but— oh — [Dies, 

Countess. [After looking some time distractedly,'] — 
Where am I ? Ruin, and pale death surround 
me. 
I was a wife ; there gasping lies my husband ! 
A mother too ; there, breathless, lies my child ! 
Look down, oh Heaven! look down with pity on 

me! 
I know this place; 
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ril kneel once more. Hear me, great God of Na- 
ture! 
For this one boon let me not beg in vain ; 
Oh, do not mock me with the hopes of death ; 
These pangs, these struggles, let them be my last ; 
Release thy poor, afflicted, sufifering creature ; 
Take me from misery, too sharp to bear, 
And join me to my child ! 

[Falis on the Body of Adelaide, 
Atist, Heaven comfort thee ! 
Hard was your lot, thou lovely innocent ! 
But palms, eternal palms, above, shall crown you. 
For this rash man, — ^yet mercy's infinite, 

[The Count. 
You stand amaz'd. Know, this disastrous scene, 
Ending the fatal race, concludes your sorrows. 
To-morrow, meet me round this sacred shrine ; 
Then shall you hear at full a tale of wonder ; 
The rightful Lord of Narbonne shall be own'd ; 
And Heaven in all its ways be justified. 

[Curtain faUs. 



THE END. 
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Turnpike Gate, a Farce, by Knight, is Od 

Soldier's Return, a Farce, is Od 

Hartford Bridge, a Farce, by Mr. Pearce, is Od 

The Midnight Wanderers^ an Opera, by ditto, is Od 

Netley Abbey, an Opera, by ditto, is Od 

Arrived at Portsmouth, a Farce, by ditto, isOd 

The Mysteries of the Castle, by Mr. Andrews, 28 Od 

The Irishman in London, a Farce, by Mr. Macready^ is 64. . 

Lock and.Key, a Farce, by Mr. Hoare, is Od ,. 

Marian^ an Opera, by Mrs. Brookes, is Od 
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INKLE AND YARICO^ 



IN THREE acts; 



ENT GARDEN, AND HAYMARKEl* 



I GEORGE COLMAN, the tounoeii; 



BY MRS. INCHBALD. 



PATERNO^TEn [ 



REMARKS. 



' This is a drama, which mif^t remore from Mr. 
Iniberforce his aversion to theatrical exhibitions, and 
convince him, that the teaching of moral duty is 
not confined to particular spots of ground; for, 
in those places, of all others, the doctrine is most 
cflbctually inculcated, where exhortation is the most 
iB^i«d^--4he resoits of the gay, the idle, and 
the dissipated. 

This opera was written, when the author was very 
yonng ; and, should he live to be very old, he will 
have reason to be proud of it to his latest day — ^for it 
is one of those plays which is independent of time, 
of place, or of circumstance, for its value. It was 
popular before the subject of the abolition of the 
slave trade was popular. It has the peculiar honour 
of preceding that great question. It was the bright 
forerunner of alleviation to the hardships of slavery. 

The trivial faults of this opera are — too much play 
on wordf (as it is called) by Trudge ; and some clas« , 
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sical allusions by other characters, in whose education 
such knowledge could not be an ingredient. 

A fault more important, is — that the scene at the 
commencement of the opera, instead of Africa, is 
placed in America. It would undpubtedly have been 
a quick passage, to have crossed a fourth part of the 
western globe, during the interval between the first and 
second acts ; still, as the hero and heroine of the 
drama were compelled to go to sea — imagination, 
with but little more exertion, might have given them 
ft fair wind as well from the coast whence slaves are 
r€aUy brought, as from a shore where no such traffic 
is held*. 

As an opera. Inkle and Yarico has the singular 
m^t not to be protected, though aided, by the power 
of music : the characters are so forcibly drawn, that 
even those performers who sing, and study that art 
alone, can render every part effectual : and singer* 
and actors of future times, like those of the past, and 
of the present, will find every character exactly suited 
to their talents. 



* No doubt the author would have ingenuity to argue away 
this objection— but that, which requires argument for its 
support, in a dramatic work, is a subject for complaint. 
A9 slaves are imported from Africa, and never from America, 
the audience, in the two last acts of this play, feel as if they 
had been in the wrong quarter of the globe during the first 
act. Inkle could certainly steal a native from America, and 
sell her in Barbadoes, but this is not so consonant with that 
nice imitation of the order of things as to rank above criticism. 
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This opera has been performed in every London 
theatre, and in every theatre of the kingdom^ with the 
same degree of splendid success. It would have been 
wonderful had its reception been otherwise ; for the 
'Subject is a most interesting one, and in the treat- 
ment of it, the author has shewn taste, judgment—* 
virtue. 
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Sir Christopher Curry 
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Trudge 

Mate 
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SCENE, — First on the Main of America: qfterwan 

in Barbadoes. 



INKLE AND YARICO, 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 



An American Forest. 



Medium, [JVithout.] Hilli ho ! ho ! 

Trudge. [fVithout.] Hip ! hollo ! ho !— Hip ! 

Enter Medium and Trudge. 

Med. Pshaw! it's only wasting time and breath. 
«awling won't persuade him to budge a bit faster, 
^d, whatever weight it may have in some places, 
bawling, it seems, don't go for argument here. 
Hague o'nt ! we are now in the wilds of America. 

Trudge. Hip, hillio — ho — hi! 

Med. Hold your tongue, you blockhead, or- 



Trudge. Lord ! sir, if my master makes no more 
haste, we shall all be put to sword by the v knives of 
the natives. I'm told they take off heads like hats, 
and hang 'em on pegs, in their parlours. Mercy on 
us! My head aches with the very thoughts of it. 
Hollo ! Mr. Inkle ! master; hollo ! 

Med. [Stops his mouth.] Head aches ! Zounds, so 
does mine, with your confounded bawling. It's enough 
to bring all the natives about us ; and we shall be 
stripped and plundered in a minute. 
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Trudge. Aye; stripping is the first thing that would 
happen to us; for they seem to be woefully off for a 
wardrobe. I myself saw three, at a distance, with less 
clothes than I have, when I get out of bed: all dancing 
about in black buff; just like Adam in mourning. 

Med, This is to have to do with a schemer! a fellow 
who risks his life, for a chance of advancing his in- 
terest. — ^Always advantage in view ! Trying, here, to 
make discoveries, that may promote his profit in Eng- 
land. Another Botany Bay scheme, mayhap. Nothing 
else could induce him to quit our foraging party, from 
the ship; when he knows eyery inhabitant here is not 
only as black as a pepper-corn, but as hot into the 
bargain — and /, like a fool, to follow him! and then* 
to let him loiter behind. — Why, nephew! — Why, 
Inkle. — [Calling,] 

Trudge, Why, Inkle ^Well ! only to see the dif- 
ference of men ! he'd have thought it very hard, now, 
if I had let him call so often after me. Ah ! I wish he 
was calling after me now, in the old jog-trot way, 
again. What a fool was I to leave London for foreign 

parts ! ^That ever I should leave Threadneedle- 

street, to thread an American forest, where a man's 
as soon lost as a needle in a bottle of hay ! 

Med, Patience, Trudge ! Patience ! If we once re- 
cover the ship . 

Trudge. Lord, sir, I shall never recover what I have 
lost in coming abroad. When my master and I were 
in London, I had such a mortal snug birth of it I 
Why, I wBsfactotum, 

Med, Factotum to a young merchant is no such 
ainecure, neither. 

Trudge, But then the honour of it. Think of that, 
sir; to be clerk as well as own man. Only consider. 
You find very few city clerks made out of a man, 
now-a-days. To be king of the counting-house, as 
well as lord of the bed-chamber. Ah ! if I had him 
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but now in the little dnmihi^^oom. behind the office; 
tjrlsg his hair, with a hit of led tape, as usual. 

Med, Yes, or writing an invoice in lampblack, and 
ibining his shoes with an ink-bottk, at wim^ yon 
^londmng blockhead! 

Trwdge. Oh, if I was bat brushing the accounts, or 
irasting up the coats! mercy on us! what^s that? 

Med. That! What? 

Trudge. Didn't you hear a noise? 

Med. Y— -es — but — hush ! Oh, heavens be praised ! 
bere he b at last. 

Enter Inkle. 

^ow, nephew ! 

Inkk, So, Mr. Medium. 

SUd. Zounds, one would think, by.your confounded 
composure, that you were walking in St. James's 
Ptok, instead of an American forest: and that all the 
beasts were nothing but good company. The hollow 
trees, here, sentry boxes, and the lions in 'em, soldiers; 
thejackalls, courtiers; the crocodiles, fine women; and 
the baboons, beaus. What the plague made you loiter 
so long? 

Inkle. Reflection. 

Med. So I should think; reflection generally comes 
lagging behind. What, scheming, I suppose; never 

2uiet. At it agdin, eh ? What a happy trader is your 
ither, to have so prudent a son for a partner ! Why, 
you are the carefullest Co. in the whole city. Never 
losing sight of the main chance; and thafs the reason, 
perhaps, you lost sight of us, here, on the main of 
America. 

Inkle. Right, Mr. Medium. Arithmetic, I own, 
has been the means of our parting at pr(>scnt* 

Trudge. Ha ! A sum in division, I n'ckon. [Aside. 
Med. And pray, if I may be v) bold, what migbtv 
scheme has just tempted you to c*mploy your bead, 
when you ought to make use of your heeb ? 
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Inkle, My heels ! Here's pretty doctrine ! Do you 
think I travel merely for motion ? What, would you 
have a man of business come abroad, scamper extra- 
vagantly here and there and every where, then return 
home, and have nothing to tell, but that he has been 
here and there and every where ? 'Sdeath, sir, would 
you have me travel like a lord ? 
Med. No, the Lord forbid ! 
Inkle, Travelling, uncle, was always intended for 
improvement; and improvement is an advantage; and 
advantage is profit, and profit is gain. Which, in the 
travelling translation of a trader, means, that you 
should gain every advantage of improving your profit. 
I have been comparing the land, here, with that of 
our own country. 

Med, And you find it like a good deal of the land 
of our own country— cursedly encumbered with 
black legs, I take it. 

Inkle, And calculating how much it might be 
made to produce by the acre. 
Med, You were ? 

Inkle. Yes; I was proceeding algebraically upon 
the subject. 
Med. Indeed! 

Inkle, And just about extracting the square root. 
Med. Hum! 

Inkle: I was thinking too, if so many natives could 
be caught, how much they might fetch at the West 
Indian markets. 

Med. Now let me ask you a question, or two, 
young cannibal catcher, if you please. 
Inkle. Well. 

Med, Ar'n't we bound for Barbadoes; partly to 
trade, but chiefly to carry home the daughter of the 
governor, Sir Christopher Curry, who has till now 
been luider your father's care, in Threadneedle-street, 
for polite English education ? 
Inkle, Granted, 
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Med, And isn't it determined, between the old 
folks, that you are to mariy Narcissa as soon as we 
get there ? 

Inkle. A fixed thing. 

Med. Then what the devil do you do here, hunting 
old hairy negroes, when you ought to be. obliging a 
fine girl in the ship? Algebra, too! You'll have 
other things to think of when you are married, I 
promise you. A plodding fellow s head, in the hands 
of a young wife, like a boy's slate, after school, soon 
gets all its arithmetic wiped off: and then it appears 
in its true simple state: dark, empty, and bound in 
wood. Master Inkle. 

Inkle, Not in a matdi of this kind. Why, it's a 
table of interest from beginning to end, old Medium. 

Med, Well, well, this is no time to talk. Who 
knows but, instead of sailing to a wedding, we may 
get cut up, here, for a wedding dinner: tossed up for 
a dingy duke, perhaps, or stewed down for a black 
baronet, or eat raw by an inky commoner? 

Inkle. Why sure you ar'n't afraid ? 

Med. Who, I afraid ? Ha! ha! ha! No, not I! 
What the deuce should I be afraid of? Thank Heaven, 
I have a clear conscience, and need not be afraid of 
any thing. A scoundrel might not be quite so easy 
on such an occasion; but it's the part of an honest 
man not to behave like a scoundrel: I never behaved 
like a scoundrel — for which reason I am an honest 
man, you know. But cpme — I hate to boast of my 
good qualities. 

Inkle, Slow and sure, my good, virtuous Mr. Me- 
dium ! Our companions can be but half a mile before 
us: and, if we do but double their steps, we shall 
overtake 'em at one mile's end, by all the powers of 
arithmetic. 

Med. Oh curse your arithmetic ! [Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 

Another part of the Forest, — A ship at anchor in the 
hay, at a small distance, — Mouth of a cave. 

Enter Sailors and Mate, as returning from foraging. 

Mate. Come, come, bear a hand, my lads. Tho'f 
the bay is just under our bowsprits, it will take a 
damned deal of tripping to come at it — there's hardly 
any steering clear of ihe rocks here. But do we 
muster all hands? All right, think ye ? 

1st. Sail. All to a man besides yourself, and a 

monkey the three land lubbers, that edged away 

in the morning, goes for nothing, you know — they're 
all dead, may-hap, by this. 

Mate. Dead ! you be — Why they're friends of the 
captain; and if not brought safe aboard to-night, you 
may all chance to have a salt eel for your supper — 
that's all — Moreover the young plodding spark, he 
with the grisive, foul weather face, there, is to man 
the tight little frigate, Miss Narcissa — what d'ye call 
her? that is bound with us for Barbadoes. Rot'em for 
not keeping under way, I say ! But come, let's see 
if a song will bring 'em to. Let's have a full chorus 
to the good merchant ship, the Achilles, that's wrote 
by our captain. 

SONG. 

The Achilles, though christen' d, good ship, 'tis surmised, 
From that old man of war, great Achilles, so pri'^d, 
Was hcy like our vessel, pray, fairly bapti/d? 

Ti tol lol, SfC. 

Poets sung that Achilles — f, now, they've an itch 
To sing this, future ages may kriow which is which; 
And that one rode in Greece — and the other in pitch. 

Ti tol lol, Sfc. 
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Wkii Mkam mrrckmt jly iwre mar 

TiioliU, ^c. 

What art all thdrjk^ aaatetf wim no rkMs beUtfd^ 
Tklmtnfid, aad Lkm, Utdk Attpkk fcmtlljimd ; 
WkOtiy tias ! the poor £obu cadt raise the wmd! 

Titolhl, ^c. 

Thm the Thmderafs iamb; out qftuae the OrphcMs; 
The Cent has notJdag at all to pridace ; 
JadtheEagle, IvMorraatyoUy looks itke a goose^ 

Ti tol lot, SfC. 

Ut.SaiL Avast! look a-head there. Here they 
oomey chaaed by a fleet of black devils. 

iSuUL And uie devil a^re have I to give 'em. We 
hutt a grain of powder left. What must we do lads ? 

SdL Sail. Do ? Shear ofif to be sure. 

iEdsh. IRductantfy.] Well, if I must, I must. TGo- 
wf to the other side^ and holloing to Ikkle, &c.] 
loko, lubbers! Crowd all the sail you can, d'ye 
■j^ndme! [£d;eim^ Sailors. 

Enter Mxdium, running across the stage, as pursued 

hy the Blacks. 

Med. Nephew! Trudge! run — scamper! Scour — 
By ! Zounds, what harm did I ever do to be hunted 
to death by a pack of bloodhounds ? Why nephew I 
Oh, confound your long sums in arithmetic ! Ill takv 
care of myself; and-if we must have any arithmetic, 
dot and carry one for my money. [Runs off. 

Enter Inkle and Trudge, hastily. 

. Trudge. Oh ! that ever I was bom, to leave pen, 
ink, and powder for this ! 

IMe. Trudge, how fer are the sailors bafore us? 

TriOge. ni run and see, tii^ directly. 

c 
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Inklt* Blockhead, come here. The savages are 
close upon us ; we shall scarce be able to recover our 
party. Get behind this tuft of trees with me ; they'll 
pass us, and we may then recover our ship with 
safety. 

Trudge. [Going behind.] OhlThreadneedle-street, 
Thread— 

Inkle. Peace. 

Trudge. [Hiding.} — Needle-street. [The^ hide behind 
trees. Natives cross. After a longpause^ Inkle looks 
from the trees.] 

Inkle. Trudge. 

Trudge. Sir. [In a whisper.] 

Inkle. Are they all gone by ? 

Trudge. Won't you look and see? 

Inkle. [Loo/:ingro»n(i.] So all is safe at last [Coming 
forward. Nothing like policy in these cases ; but you'd 
have run on, like a booby ! A tree, I fancy, you'll find, 
in future, the best resource in a hot pursuit. 

Trudge. Oh, charming ! It's a retreat for a king, sir: 
Mr. Medium, however, has not got up in it; your 
uncle, sir, has run on like a booby ; and has got up 
with our party by this time, I take it ; who are now 
most likely at the shore. But what are we to do 
next, sir? 

Inkle. Reconnoitre a little, and then proceed. 

Trudge. Then pray, sir, proceed to reconnoitre ; for 
the sooner the better. 

Inkle. Then look out, d'ye hear, and tell me if you 
discover any danger. 

Trudge. Y Y e s Yes. 

Inkle. Well, is the coast clear ? 

Trudge. Eh ! Oh Lord ! — Clear ! [Rubbing his eyes.] 
Oh dear! oh dear! the coast will soon be clear 
enough now, I promise you— The ship is under 
sail, sir ! 

Inkle. Confusion! my property carried off in the 
vessel. 
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Trudge. All, all, sir, except me. 

Inkk. They may report me dead, perhaps, and dis- 
pose of my property at the next island. [The vessel 
appears wider sail^ 

Trudge. Ah ! there they go. [A gun Jired ^ 
That will be the las^eport we shall ever Jiear from 
'em I'm afraid. — ^Thafs as much as to say, Good bye 
to ye. And here we are left — two fine, full-grown 
habes in the wood ! 

Inkle, What an ill-timed accident ! Just too, when 
my speedy union with Narcissa/at Barbadoes, would 
so much advance my interests. — Ah, my Narcissa, I 
never shall forget thy last adieu. — Something must be 
hit upon, and speedily ; but what resource ! [Thinking^ 

Trudge. The old one — a tree, sir. — ^'Tis all we have 
for it now. What would I give, now, to be perched 
upon a high stool, with our brown desk squeezed into 
the pit of my stomach — ^scribbling away an old parch- 
ment ! But all my red ink will be spilt by an old 

black pin of a negro. 

SONG. 

[Last Valentine's Day.] 

A voyage over seas had not entered my heady 
Had I known but on which side to butter my, bread, 
Heigho! sure l—for hunger must die! 
Tve saiVd like a booby ; come here in a squall, 
Where, alas! there* s no bread to be buttered at all! 

Oho ! Fm a terrible booby ! 

Oh, what a sad booby afn I! 

In London, what gay chop-house signs in the street! 
But the only sign here is of nothing to eat, 
Heigho ! that I — r-/br hunger should die ! 
My mutton's all lost ; I'm a poor starving e^I 
And for all the xcorld like a lost mutton myself, 

Oho! I shall die a lost mutton ! 

Qh! witat a lost mutton am I ! 

c ^ 
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For a neat slice ofhe^^ I could roar like a bull; 
. And my stomach s so empty ^ my heart is quite full, 
Heigho! that I— for hunger should die! 
But, grave xjdthout meaty I must here meet my graoe^ 
For my bacon^ I fancy , I never £iall save. 

Oho / I shall nier scpoemy bacon ! 

I canH save my bacon, not I ! 

Trudge. Hum ! I was thinking 1 was thinking, 

sir — if so many natives could be caught, how much 
they might fetch at the West India markets ! 

Inkle. Scoundrel! is this a time to jest? 

Trudge. No, faith, sir ! Hunger is too sharp to be 
jested with. As for me, I shall starve for want of 
food. Now you may meet a luckier fate : you are 
able to extract the square root, sir; and that's the 
very best provision you can find here to live upon. 
But I ! [Noise at a distance^ Mercy on us ! here they 
come again. 

Inkk. Confusion! Deserted on one side, and pressed 
on the other, which way shall I turn ? — ^This cavern 
may prove a safe retreat to us for the present. Ill 
enter, cost what it will. 

Trudge. Oh Lord ! no, don't, don't We shall 

pay too dear for our lodging, depend on't. 

Inkle. This is no time for debating. You are at the 
mouth of it : lead the way. Trudge. 

Trudge. What ! go in before your honour ! I know 
my place better, I assure you — I might walk into 
more mouths than one, perhaps. [Aside."] 

Inkle. Coward ! then follow me. [Noise agmn.J 

Trudge. I must, sir ; I must! Ah, Trudge, Trudge ! 
what a damned hole are you getting into ! 

[Exeunt into a Cavern. 
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SCENE III. 

A cave, decorated with skins of wild beasts^ feathers, SfC, 
In the middle of the scene, a rude kind rf curtain, by 
way of door to an inner apartment. 

Enter Inkle and Trudge, as from the mouth of the 

cavern. 

Inkle, So far, at least, we have proceeded with 
safety. Ha! no bad specimen of savage elegance. 
These ornaments would be worth something in England. 
— We have little to fear here, I hope : this cave rather 
bears the pleasing face of a profitable adventure. 

Trudge, Very likely, sir ! But, for a pleasing face, 
it has the cursed'st ugly mouth I ever saw in my life. 
Now do, sir, make oflf as fast as you can. If we once 
get clear of the natives' houses, we have little to fear 
from the lions and leopards : for, by the appearance 
of their parlours, they seem to have killed all the wild 
beasts in the country. Now pray, do, my good master, 
take my advice, and run away. 

Inkle, Rascal! Talk again of going X)ut, and FU flea 
you alive. 

Trudge, That's just what I expect for coming in. — 
All that enter here appear to have had their skins stript 
over their ears ; and ours will be kept for curiosities — 
We shall stand here, stutFed, for a couple of white 
wonders. 

Inkle, This curtain seems to lead to another apart- 
ment : 111 draw it. 

Trudge, No, no, no, don't; don't. We may be 
called to account for disturbing the company : you 
may get a curtain-lecture, perhaps, sir. 

Inkle, Peace, booby, and stand on your guard. 

Trudge, Oh ! what will become of us ! Some grim, 
seven-foot fellow ready to scalp us. 

Inkle, By heaven ! a woman ! 

[As the curtain draws, Yarico and WowsKi 
discofvered asleep. 
c 3 
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Trudge. A woman! [Ande.] — [Loud.] But let him 
come on ; Vm ready — dam'me, I don't fear £EM;ing the 
devil himself — Faim it is a woman — hst asleep too. 

Inkle, And beautiful as an angel ! 

Trudge. And, egad ! there seems to be a nice, little 
plump bit in the comer; only she's an angel of rather 
a darker sort. 

Inkle. Hush! keep back — she wakes. [Yarico 
comes forward — Inkle and Trudge retire to opposite 
tides of the scene."] 

SONG.-^YARICO. . 

When the chace of day is done. 
And the shaggy lion's skin^ 
Which for us, our warriors «w«, 
Decks our cells at set of sun ; 
Worn with- toil, with sleep opprest, 
I press my mossy bed, and sink to rest. 

Then, once more, I see our tram, 
With alt our chace renew'd again: 

Once more 'tis day. 

Once more our prey 
Gnashes his angry teeth, and foams in vain. 

Again, in sullen haste, he flies, 

Tden in the toil, again he lies, 
Again he roars — and, in my slumbers, dies. 

Inkle and Trudge come forward. 

Inkle. Our language! 

Trudge. Zounds, she has thrown me into a colc^ 
sweat. 

Yar, Hark I I heard a noise ! Wowski, awake t 
whence can it proceed ? [She awakes Wowski, and thet/ 
both comeforward — ^Yarico towards Inkle; Wowski 
towards Trudge.] 

Yar. Ah ! what form is this ? are you a man ? 
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Inkle^ True flesh and blood, my charming heathen^ 
I promise you. 

Yar, What harmony in his voice ! What a shape ! 
How fair his skin too ! [Gazing,"] 

Trudge, This must be a lady of quality, by her 
staring. 

Yar. Say, iStranger, whence come you? 

Inkle, From a far distant island; driven on this 
coast by distress, and deserted by my companions. 

Yar. And do you know the danger that surrounds 
you here ? Our woods are filled with beasts of prey — 

my countrymen too (yet, I think they cou'dn't find 

the heart) — might kill you. It would be a pity if 

you fell in their way 1 think I should weep if you 

came to any harm. 

Trudge. O ho ! It's time, I see, to begin making in- 
terest with the chambermaid. [Takes Wowski apart."] 

Inkle. How wild and beautiful ! sure there is magic 
in her shape, and she has rivetted me to the place. 
But where shall I look for safety? let me fly, and 
avoid my death. 

Yar. Oh! no— don't depart. But I will try 

to preserve you ; and if you are killed, Yarico must 
die tool Yet, 'tis I alone can save you : your death is 
certain, without my assistance ; and, indeed, indeed, 
you shall not want it. 

Inkle. My kind Yarico ! what means, then, must be 
used for my safety ? 

Yar, My cave must conceal you : none enter it, 
since my father was slain in battle. I will bring you 
food by day, then lead you to our unfrequented groves 
by moonlight, to listen to the nightingale. If you 
ishould sleep, I'll watch you, and awake you when 
there's danger. 

Inkle. Generous maid ! Then, to you will I owe my 
life ; and whilst it lasts, nothing shall part us. 

Yar. And shan't it, shan't it indeed ? 

Inkle. No, my Yarico! For when an opportunity 



[act I, 
to ffftnm i» tmf nwTij, joa sbaQ be my com- 



Ymr. Wbtf! dwtbexv! 

/iiiir. Yfs. tMjp ar tE> iiacofcr a Tcsiriy and yoa 
dttU cnioj wcMHkn. Vo« skaSk be decked in silks^ 
my brmve maid, aad kave a kcMae diawn with hones 
to cany yon. 

Yar. Nay, do not laD^ at me-— bat is it so ? 

Inkle. It'is indeed! 

Yar, Oh wonder! I wish my coontiywomen could 
•ee me But won't yoor warriors kill us? 

Inkle. Noy our only danger on land is here. 

Yar. Then let us retire further into the cave. Come 
-—your safety is in my keeping. 

Inkie. I follow you— Yet, can you run some risk in 
following me ? 

DUETT. 

[O say, Bonny Lass.] 

Inkle. iay, iimpU maid^ have youform'd any notm 
Of all the rude dangers in crossing the ocean f 
iVhen winds whistle shrilly ^ ah I won't they re- 

mind youy 
To sigh, with regret, for the grot left behind youf 

Y^r. Ah ! no, I could follow, and sail the world over, 
Nor think of my grot, when J look at my lover; 
The winds, which blow round us, your arms for 

my pillow, 
inil Ml us to sleep, whilst we're rock'd by each 

billow. 

ttrtfk. sny thtn, my true love, we never will sunder, 
AW shrink from the tempest, nor dread the big 

thnnder : 
n^Mitf timsitmt, we'll laugh at all changes of 

mfnthtr^ 
^'^^Jmmty «W over the world both together. 
\K\^mU u retiring further into the cave. 



f 
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JIfiEDMxf Tritdgb tmd WOWSKI. 

Trudge. Why, you speak Fjig^ish as wdl as I, my 
litdeWowskL 

Warns, Is. 

Tmd^. Isb! And yoa learnt it from a strange man, 
that tumbled hook a big boat, many moons ago, you 
say? 

Wows. Iss — Teach me — teach good many. 

Trudge. Then, what the devil made them so sur- 
prized at seeing us ! was he like me ? \Wvaxki shakes 
ker head.'] Not so smart a body, mayhap. Was his 
face, now, round and comely, and — eh ! [Stroking his 
chin.'] Was it like mine? 

WacDS. Like dead leaf — brown and shrivel. 

Trudge. Oh, oh, an old shipwrecked sailor, I war- 
rant. With white auod grey hair, eh, my pretty beauty 
spot? 

Wcfws. Iss ; all white. When night come, he put 
it in pocket. 

Trudge. Oh ! wore a wig. But the old boy taught 
you something more than English, I believe. 

Wows, Iss. 

Trudge, The de\il he did ! What was it? 

Wows, Teach me put dry grass, red hot, m hollow 
white stick. 

Trudge. Aye, what was that for ? , 

fPbww. Put in my mouth — go pon, po" • 

Trudge. Zounds ! did he teach yo« ^^ *'^o*^« ? 

TV(yxvs Iss 

Trudge. And what became of bi"» ^JjJ^V What 
did your countiymeii do for the P<*^;^f ym i,:^ 

«rom,. E^ him one i^y-O^r^^ZH^^. , 

Trudge. Mercy on us! what ^f^^ Trud»^ , T *" 
swallow a tough old tar! Ab, P*^ *™'^5 yoy 
killing comes next, TRimmiu, . . 

Wow,. No, no-not you--'*''^^^^ *" *» 
anxiousfy,] 
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Trudge. No ? why what shall I do, if I ^t in their 
paws ? 

Worws. I fight for you ! 

Trudge, Will you? Ecod she's a brave, good- 
natured wench ? shell be worth a hundred of your 
English wives. — Whenever they fight on their hus- 
band's account, it*s with him inst^d of for him, t 
fancy. But how the plague am I to live here? 

IVaws, I feed you — bring you kid. 

SONG. — WOWSKI. 

[One dajr, I heard Mary say.] 



White man, never go auHi y 

Tell me why need you f 
Stay, with your Wowskiy stay : 

iV&wski will feed you. 
Cold moons are now coming in ; 

Ahy don't go grieve me ! 
Til wrap you in leopards skin : 

White many dont leave me. 

And when all the sky is hluey 

Sun makes warm weather, 
Fll catch you a cockatoo, 

Dress you in feather. 
When cold comes, or when 'tis hot. 

Ah, don't go grieve me ! 
Poor Wowski will be forgot — 

White tnnn, don't leave me I 

Trudge, Zounds! leopard's skin for winter wear, 
and feathers for a summer's suit ! Ha, ha ! I shall look 
like a walking hammer-cloth, at Christmas, and an 
upright shuttlecock, in the dog days. And for all 
this, if my master and I find our way to England, you 
shall be part of our travelling equipage ; and, when 
I get there; I'll give you a couple of snug rooms, on a 
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bit floor, and visit you every evening, as soon as I 
come from the counting-house. Do you like it ? 

fFawt. Iss. 

Trudge. Damme, what a flashy fellow I shall seem 
in the city ! Ill get her a white boy to bring up the 
tea-k^tle. Then Fll teach you to write and dress 
bair. 

Wows. You great man in your country ? 

Trudge. Oh yes, a very great man. I'm head clerk 
of the counting-house, and first valet-de-chambre of 
the dressing-room. I pounce parchments, powder 
bair, black shoes, ink paper, shave beards, and mend 
pens. But hold ; I had forgot one material point — 
you ar'n't married, I hope ? 

Wofws. No : you be my chum-chum ! 

Trudge, So I will. It's best, however, to be sure 
of her being single ; for Indian husbands are not quite 
so complaisant as English ones, and the vulgar dogs 
might think of looking a little after their spouses. 
But you have had a lover or two in your time ; eh, 
Wowski ? 

Wovfs. Oh, iss — ^great many — I tell you. 

DUETT. 

Wows. Wampum, Swampvm, Yanko, Lanko, Nanko, 
Pownatowskiy 
Black men — plenty — tutnty— fight for me. 
White man, woo you true f 
Trudge. WJto? 
Wows. You, 

Trudge. Yes, pretty litth Wowski f 

Wows. Then I leave all, and follow thee. 
Trudge. Oh tJien turn abotit, my little tawny tight one! 

Don't yofu like me f 
Wows. Iss, yofiire like the snow ! 

If you slight on e 
Trudge. Never, not for any white one ; 
You are beautiful as any sloe. 
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Wows. Wars, jarsy scars, caiit expose ye^ 

In our grot 

Trudge. So snug and cosey ! 

Wows. Flowers, neatly 

Pick*d, shall sweetly 

Make your bed. 
Trudge. Coying, toying, 

With a rosy 

Posey, 

When Fm dosey. 
Bearskin nightcaps too shall warm my head. 
Both. Bear-skin nightcaps, <^c. <^c. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

The Quay at Barbadoes, with an Inn upon it.^ . People 
employed in unlading vessels, carrying bales of 
goods, SfC. 

Enter several Planters. 

1st Plant. I saw her this morning, gentlemen, you 
may depend on't. My telescope never fails me. I 
popp'd upon her as I was taking a peep from my bal- 
cony. A brave tight ship, I tell you, bearing down 
directly for Barbadoes here. 

Sd Plant. Ods, my life ! rare news ! We have not 
had a vessel arrive in our harbour these six weeks. 

3d Plant. And the last brought only Madam Nar- 
cissa, our Governor's daughter, from England; with 
a parcel of lazy, idle, white folks about her. Such 
cargoes will never do for our trade, neighbour. 

2d Plants No, no; we want slaves. A terrible 
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dearth of 'em in Barbadoes, lately ! But your dingy 
passengers for my money. Give me a vessel like a 
collier, where all the lading tumbles out as black as 
my hat. But are you sure, now, you ar'n't mistaken? 
[To. Ut Planter.] 

l8t Plant, Mistaken ! 'sbud, do you doubt my glass ? 
I can discover a gull by it six leagues off: I could see 
every thing as plain as if I was on board. 

2d Plant, Indeed ! and what were her colours ? 

1st Plant. Um ! why English or Dutch or 

French 1 don't exactly remember. 

2d Plant. What were the sailors aboard ? 

1st Plant. Eh! why they were English too or 

Dutch or French 1 can't perfectly recollect. 

2d Plant. Your glass, neighbour, is a little like a 
glass too much : it makes you forget every thing you 
ought to remember, [Cry without, " A sail, a sail !"] 

\st Plant, Egad, but I m right though. Now, gen- 
tlemen! 
• All. Aye, aye ; the devil take the hindmost. . 

[Exefunt hastily. 

Enter Narcissa and Patty. 

SONG. 

Freshly now the breeze is blowing ; 

As yon ship at anchor rides. 
Sullen waveSy incessant ^flowing, 

Rudely dash against the sides: 
■ So my heart, its course impeded, 

Beats in my perturbed breast; 
Doubts, like waves by waves succeeded. 

Rise, and still deny it rest. 

« Patty. Well, ma'am, as I was saying— — 
Nar. Well, say no more of what you were saying — 
Sure, Patty, you forget where you aire : a little caution 
will.be necessary now, I think. 

D 
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Fatty. Lord, madam, how is it possible to help 
talking \ Wc are in B^badoes here, to be sure — but 
then, ma'am, one may let out a tittle in a private 
morning's walk by ourselves. 

Nar, Nay, it's the same thing with you in doon. 

Patty. I never blab, ma'am, never, as I hope for a 
gown. 

Nar, And your never blabbing, as you call it, de- 
pends chiefly on that hope, I believe. 

Patty. I have told the story of our voyage, indeed, 
to old Guzzle, the butler. 

Nar. And thus you lead him to imagine I am but 
little incUned to the match. 

Patty. Lord, ma'am, how could that be? Why, I 
never said a word about Captain Campley. 

Nar. Hush ! hush ! for Heaven's sake. 

Patty. Aye! there it is now. But if our voyage 
from England was so pleasant, it wasn't owing to 
Mr. Inkle, I'm certain. He didn't play the fiddle in 
our cabin, and dance on the deck, and come languish- 
ing with a glass of warm water in his hand, when we 
were sea-sick. Ah, ma'am, that water warm'd your 
heart, I'm confident. Mr. Inkle! No, no; Captaia 
Cam 

Nar. There is no end to this ! Remember, Patty, 
keep your secrecy, or you entirely lose my favour. 

Patty. Never fear me, ma'am. But if somebody I 
know is not acquainted with the Governor, there's 
such a thing as dancing at balls, and squeezing hands 
when you lead up, and squeezing them again when 
you cast down. I'm as close as a patch-box. Mum's 
the word, ma'am, I promise you. Exit. 

Nar. How awkward is my present situation ! Pro- 
mised to one, who, perhaps, may never again be heard 
of; and who, I am sure, if he ever appears to cla»m 
' me, will do it merely on the score of interest — ^pressed 
too by another^ who has already, 1 fear, too much 
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interest in my heart — ^what can I do? What plan can 
J follow? 

Enter Cahplet. 

Camp, Follow my advice, Narcissa, by all means* 
Enlist with me, under the best banners in the world* 
General Hymen for my money! little Cupid's his 
drummer : he has been beating a round rub-ardub on 
our hearts, and we have only to obey the word of 
command, fall into the ranks o»f matrimony, and march 
through life together^ 
, Nar, Then consider our situation. 

Camp. That has been duly considered. In short, 
the case stands exactly thus — ^your intended spouse is 
all for money ; I am all for love. He is a rich rogue ; 
I am rather a poor honest fellow. He would pocket 
your fortune; I will take you without a fortune in 
your pocket. 

Nar. Oh ! I am sensible of the favour, most gal- 
hat C]4>tain Campley ; and my father no doubt, will 
be very much obliged to you. 

Camp, Aye, there's the devil of it ! Sir Christopher 
Curry s confounded good character — knocks me up 
at once. Yet I am not acquainted with him neither; 
not known to him, evcA by sight ; being here only as 
a private gentleman, on a visit to my old relation, out 
of regimentals, and so forth ; and not introduced to 
the Governor, as other officers of the place. But 
then, the report of his hospitality — his odd, blunt, 
whimsical friendship — his whole behaviour 

Nar, All stare you in the face; eh, Campley? 

Camp. They do, till they put me out of counte- 
nance. 

Nar. What signifies talking to me, when you have 
such opposition from others ? Why hover about the 
city, instead of boldly attacking the guard ? Wheel 
about, captain ! face the enemy ! March ! Charge ! 
Rout 'cm ! — Drive e'm before you, and then — 

» 2 '^^ 
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Camp. And then — 

jyicrr. Lud ha' mercy on the poor city ! 

Enter Patty, Mstily. 

Fatty. Oh lud, ma'am, I'm frightened out of my 
wits? sure as I'm alive, ma'am, Mr. Inkle is not dead; 
I saw his man, ma'am, just now, coming ashore in a 
boat, with other passengers, fr6m the vessel thatfs 
come to the island. [£jnf. 

Nar. Then one way or other I must determine.-^ 
\To Campley.] Look'ye, Mr. Campley, somethiBg 
has happened which makes me wave ceremonies. — If 
you mean to apply to my father, remember, that de- 
lays are dangerous. 

Camp. Indeed! 

Nar, I ma3m't be always in the same mind, you 
know. \Smiling.'\ [Exit. 

Camp. Nay then — Gad, I'm almost afraid too — ^but , 
living in this state of doubt is torment. I'll e'en put 
a good face on the matter ; cock my hat ; make my 
bow ; and try to reason the Governor into compliance. 
Faint heart never won a fair lady. 

SONG. 

Why should I 'cam fears discovery 
Prove a dying, sighing swain ? 

Why turn shilly-shally lover, 
Only to prolong my pain? 

When we woo the dear enslaver, 
Boldly ask, and she will grant ; 

How should we obtain a favour. 
But by telling what we want f 

Enter Trudge and WowsKi, fas from the ship J 
with a dirty runner, to one of the inns. 

Run. This way, sir; if you will let me recom- 
mend 
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Trudge. Come along, Wows ! Take care of your 
furs, and your feathers, my girl. 

Wows. Iss. 

Trudge. That's right. — Somebody might steal 'em, 
perhaps. 

Wiyws. Steal!— What that? 

Trudge. Oh Lord ! see what one loses by not being 
bom in a christian country. 

Bun. If you would, sir, but mention to your master, 
the house that belongs to my master; the best ac- 
commodations on the quay. — 

Trudge. What's your sign, my lad ? 

jRtffT. The Crown, sir. — Here it is. 

Trudge. Well, get us a room for half an hour, and 
well come : and harkee ! let it be light and airy, d'ye 
hear ? My master has been used to your open apart- 
ments lately. 

Run. Depend on it. — Much obliged to you, sir. 

[Exit. 

Wows, Who be that fine man ? He great prince ? 

Trudge. A prince — Hal ha! -—No, not quite a 
prince — but he belongs to the Crown. But how do 
you like this. Wows ? Isn't it fine ? 

Wows, Wonder! 

Trudge. Fine men, eh? 

Wows. Iss ! all white; like you. 

Trudge, Yes, all the fine men are like me. As dif- 
ferent from your people as powder and ink, or paper 
and blacking. 

IVows. And fine lady — Face like snow. 

Trudge. What! the fine lady's complexions? Oh, 
yes, exactly ; for too much heat very often dissolves 
'em ! Then their dress, too. 

Wows. Your countrymen dress so ? 

Trudge. Better, better a great deal. Why, a young 
flashy Englishman will sometimes carry a whole for- 
tune on his back. But did you mind the women ? 

V 3 
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All here- — ^and there; [Pointmg before and behind,'] 
they have it all from lis in England. —And then the 
line things they carry on their heads, Wowski. 

Wofws, Iss. One lady carry good fish so fine,- 

she call every body to look at her. 

Trudge, Pshaw ! an old woman bawling flounders. 
But the fine girls we meet, here, on the quay — so 
round, and so plump ! 

TFows, You not love me now ? 

Trudge, Not love you ! Zounds, have not I given 
you proofs ? ; 

JFows, Iss. Great many : but now you get here, 
you forget poor Wowski ! 
" Trudge, Not I : I'll stick to you like wax. 

Wows. Ah ! I fear ! What make you love me now ? 

Trudge, Gratitude, to be sure. 

Wows, What that? 

Trudge, Ha ! this it is, now, to live without edu- 
cation. The poor dull devils of her country are all 
in the practice of gratitude, without finding out what 
it means ; while we can tell the meaning of it, with 
little or no practice at all. — Lord, Lord, what a fine 
advantage christian learning is ! Hark'ee, Wows ! 

Wows. Iss. 

Trudge. Now we've accomplished our landing. III 
accomplish you. You remember the instructions I 
gave you on the voyage ? 

Wows, Iss. 

Trudge, Let's see now — ^What are you to do, when 
I introduce you to the nobility, gentry, and others — 
of my acquaintance ? 

Wows, Make believe sit down ; then get up. 

Trudge. Let me see you do it. [She makes a IfftD 
curtesy^ Very well ! And how are you to recom- 
mend yourself, when you have nothing to say, 
amongst all our great friends ? 

Wo^s, Grin — show my teeth. 



f 
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Tn^ Rigkt! dicyn dunk yoa'^ lived with 
Jieople of &1I1MI11. Bat soppoie yoa meet an old 
9babby finend in'miifiiitine^ that yoa don't wish to 
he seen to speak to — what woaM yoa dof 

Wamm, Look blind — not see him. 

Tm^ir. Why would yoa do that? 

Wows. Xlaose I can't see good Mend in dis- 



Tndge. Thafs a good girl! and I wish every body 
coald boast of so kind a motive for such cuiaed cruel 
hdtavioar.-^7-LoTd ! how some of your flashy bankers' 
derio-haveca^me inThreadneedle-street — ^But oome> 
thon^ we have got among fine folks, here, in an 
English settlement, I won't be ashamed of my old 
acquaintance : yet, for my own part, I should not be 
sorry, now, to see my old friend vrith a new face. — » 
Odsbobs! I see Mr. Inkle — Go in. Wows; call for 
what you like best 

IFoaw. Then I call for you — ah ! I fear I not see 
^ou often now. But you come soon— — 

SONG. 

Ranember when we walk'd alone. 

And heard, so gruf, the lion growl: 
And when the moon so bright it shone. 
We saw the wolf look up and howl ; 
I led you well, sme to our cell-, 

PhiUe trembUngltf, 
You said to me, 
— And kii^d so sweet — dear Wotvski tell, 

How could I live without ye f 

But now you come across the sea, 
And tell me here no monsters roar ; 

Yoi/U walk alone, and leave poor me, 

When wolves, tQ fright you, howl no more. 
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Bui, ok! tkmk well Mwr old cell. 

Where trefMutgly, 
You IMd poor, me — 

Perht^ yoiiU sm^ — dear Wowskji tell, 

Horn can I Uioe without yt^ 

[Exit WowsKi. 
Trudge. Who have we here! 

Enter First Planter. 

Plant. Hark'ee, young man? is that young Indian 
of yours, going to our market? 

Trudge. Not she — she never went to market in all 
her life. 

Plant. I mean, is she for our safe of slaves? Our 
black fair? 

Trudge. A black fair, ha! ha! ha! You hoUJt 
on a brown green, I suppose. 

Plant. She's your slave, I take it? 

Trudge. Yes; and Fm her humble servant, I 
take it. 

Plant. Aye, aye, natural enough at sea. — ^Butat 
how much do you value her ? 

Trudge. Just as much as she has saved me — My 
own life. 

Plant. Pshaw ! you mean to sell her? 

Trudge. ^Staringi] Zounds ! what a devil of a fel- 
low ! Sell Wows 1 — my poor, dear, dingy wife ! 

Plant. Come, come, I've heard your story from the 
ship. — Don't let's haggle; 111 bid as fair as any 
trader amongst us. But no tricks upon travellers, 
young man, to raise your price. Your, wife, in- 
deed I Why she's no christian ? 

Trudge. No; but I am; so I shall do as I'd be 
done by : and, if you were a good one yourself, you'd 
know, that fellow-feeling for a poor body, who wants 
your help, is the noblest mark of our religion. — 
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I wofainLt be wKtsAi. dork xa suck a kQow Ibr tibc 

P&itf. Her-dftT! The boofaV^ bx love widt k^rt 
Wbr, iozcy IsiBiiiv ]raa wovLd bqc live here wttk « 
Uack? 

TFwJgt^ FfaeBeooft; dboeitis. I sktli be lasgfhcd 
on ot' my hoocsKrv hexe. — ^Bccn jon maj be jojgiiig^ 
frioid ; I my feerii & litde ({aeer, perbap&^ u sbovtn^ 
lier lace — bvt, daH'iH^ if ner I do any tbu^ to make 
Be ashani'ii crif sfe)inii§ my own. 

Pin/. Wky, I ceil yoo, bcr tot complexioii 

TrmJge, Rot bcr coopfcesioD.— Fli tell yoa vbau 
Mr. /<Br-/Y7Mier. if ¥imr kead and beart weie tocban^ 
places, r^e a nMon yoi^d be as black in tbe toce as 
an ink-bottle. 

Plmt, F^baw! tbe £eiloWs a §»!—« rude rascals- 
he ought to be scm back to die savages agun. Hes 
not fir to lime amonc ns christians. [£iaf Plaxt£«. 

Trudge. C^ here comes my master, at last. 

Emtcr Ikkle, and a stctmd Plaxtkr. 

IukU, Nay, sir, I understand your customs well ; 
your Indian markets lare not unknown to me, 

2d Plant, And, as vou seem to understand busini^s, 
I need not tell you, that dispatch is the soul ot it. 
Her name you sav is — 

Inkle, Yarico:' but urge this nonio'^' (J. ^^^^^ 



I must not listen to it: for, to speak freely, her 

anxious care of me demands, that here,— ttiough here 

it may seem stnmge-I should avow my ove lor hev 

Plant, I»rd help you, for a ^^^^^^^ ^^>^ 



Indeed, the love of trade and tb^ ^""^ ^'^ ^\v, 

Molly my ship. ' .^1 my situation,. 

Inkle. Tlien, sir, you cannot t^ ^ hundr*sl 
Plant. Oh yes, I can! We b^^ ^ever Utt iL''^^^ 
:ases just after a voyage ; but ^*^ ^ u^v 
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land. It^s amazing how constant a young man is in a 
ship ! But, in two words, will you dispose of her, 
or no ? 

Inkle, In two words, then, meet me here at noon, 
and we'll speak further on this subject: and lest^ you 
think I trifle with your business, hear why I wisK this 
pause. Chance threw me, on my passage to your 
island, among a savage people. Deserted,^-defenc6- 
less,— cut off from my companions, — my life at stake 
— to this young creature I owe my preservation; — she 
found me, like a dying bough, torn from its kindred 
branches; which, as it drooped, she moistened with 
her tears. 

Plant, Nay, nay, talk like a man of this world. 

Inkle, Your patience. — And yet your interruption 
goes to my present feelings; for dn our sail to this 
your island — the thoughts of time mispent — doubt — 
fears — ^for call it what you will— have much per- 
plexed me; and as your spires arose, reflections still 
rose with them; for here, sir, lie my interests, greftt 
connections, and other weighty matters — which now 
I need not mention 

Plant, But which her presence here will mar. 

Inkle, Even so — And yet the gratitude I owe her — 

Plant, Pshaw ! So because she preserved your life," 
your gratitude is to make you give up all you have to 
live upon. 

Inkle, Why, in that light indeed — iThis never struck 
me yet, I'll think on't. 

Plant, Aye, aye, do so— Why, what return can the 
wench wish more than taking her from a Wild, idle, 
savage people, and providing for her, here, with re- 
putable hard work, in a genteel, polished, tender, 
christian country? 

Inkle, Well, sir, at noon 

Plant. Ill meet you-— but remember, young gen- 
tleman, you must get her off your hands — ^you must, 
indeed. — I shall have her a bargain, I see that — your 
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mof 

RiUpiaV 

/Mii^. Tradse. 

TrmJge. Sir*! 

/■He. HaiY yew paniStd a prcper aparSBcs:. 

Tjra^^. Yes. ar. a: d^ Cn«n here : a zku. sfmo? 
iDom they icU lar. Yoa have noc seen sac& & 0x2- 
vciiieiit \ndffng dm sood wkie. I belirvY. 

JdUr. Aie tfaar do beoer ixus in the tovn? 

J^rmdg^ Um ^hj there is the liom I hcar« and 

die Bear, and the Boar—bat we saw them ai iho door 
of all our late lodeiiigs and toucd but bad acc\^i- 
modatioiis within, sir. 

Imkie, Well, run to the end of the quay, and con > 
duct Yarico hither. The road is straight belong \xiu : 
you can't miss it. 

TW^S^* Very well, sir. ^Vhat a fine thing it is to 
tom one's back on a master, without running into a 
volTs bdly ! One can follow one's nose on a message 
here, and be sure it won't be bit off by the wav. 

' [Exit. 

Inkle. Let me reflect a little. Part with her ! — My 
interest^ honour, engagements to Narcissa,aU denuuui 
it My fother's precepts too — I can rcmombt*r, whiMi 
I was a boy, what pains he took to mould nu\ — 
School'd mcfh>m mom to night — and still the burden 
of his song was — Prudence ! Prudence, Thomas, and 
youll rise. His maxims rooted in my heart, and as 
I grew — f^eygrew; till I was Reckoned, among our 
friends, a steady, sober, solid, good young man ; and 
all the neighbours called me the prudent Mr. T/hwhix, 
And shall I now, at once, kick down the chanioirr 
which I have raised so warily ? — Part with her, • 
sell her! — ^The thought once struck me in our cabin, 
as she lay sleeping by me ; but, in her slumbfn, nho 
passed her arm around me, murmured a blesning on 
my name, and broke my meditations. 
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Enter Yarico and Trudge. 

Yar. My love ! 

Trudge. I have been showing her all the wigs and 
bales of goods we met on the quay, sir. 

Yar, Oh' ! I have feasted my eyes on wonders. 

Trudge. And 111 go feast on a slice of beef, in the 
inn, here. [Exit, 

Yar. My mind has been so busy, that I almost for- 
got even you. I wish you had stayed with me — ^You 
would have seen such sights ! 

Inkle. Those sights are grown familiar to me^ 
Yarico. 

Yar. And yet I wish they were not — ^You might 
partake my pleasures — but now again, methinks, I 
will not wish so — for, with too much gazing, you , 
might neglect poor Yarico. 

Inkle. Nay, nay, my care is still for you. 

Yar. I am sur^ it is : and if I thought it was not, 
I would tell you 'tales about our poor old grot. — Bid 
you remember our palm-tree near the brook, where in 
the shade you often stretched yourself, while I would 
take your head upon my lap, and sing my love to 
sleep. I know you'll love me then. 

SONG. 

Our grotto was the sweetest place ! 

The bending boughs, tint h fragrance blomngy 
Would check the brooUs impetiunts pace, 

Which murmured to be stopped from J^awing: 
*Twas there we met, and ga^fd our Jill : 
Ah ! think on this, and love me still. 

*Twas then my bosom frst knew fear, 
— Fear, to an Indian maid a stranger-r- 

The war-song, arrows, hatchet, spear, 
All wam'd me of my lover^s danger, 

Tpr him did cares my bosom Jill: 

,Ah ! think on this, and love nu still. • 
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Tor hm^ hif dlqr, wkk can eomaatdy 
To Mearck far food I cBmk'd ike moMMiam ; 

And jsktm ike m^ki mofanm rereatdy 
Jocmmd vc oomgkt tkt hMHrngfcmmiidM. 

Them^ tkem womUJoy my hooomfU; 
Ah ! tkiak ok tta$^ mtd hct mc stili. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEKE II. 

An Aparimemt in the House ^ Sir CnRiSTOPHgsR 

CURRT. 

Bxtrr Sir Christopher and Medium. 

. Sir Ckr. I tell you, old Medium, you are all wrong. 
Plague on your doubts ! Inkle skall have my Narcissa. 
Poor fellow ! I dare say he's finely chagrined at this 
temporary' parting — Eat up with the blue devils, I 
irarrant. 

Med. Eat up by the black devils, I warrant ; for I 
l^ him in hellish hungry company. 

ISir Chr. Pshaw ! he'll arrive with the next vessel, 
depend on't — besides, have not I had this in view ever 
since they were children ? I must and will have it so, 
I tell you. Is not it, as it were, a marriage made 
above ? They shaU meet, I'm positive. 

Med. Shall they ? Then they must meet where the 
marriage was made ; for hang me, if 1 think it will 
ever happen below. 

Sir Chr, Ha ! — ^and if that is the case — hang me, 
if I think you'll ever be at the celebration of it. 

Med, Yet, let me tell you. Sir Christopher Curry, 
my character is as unsullied as a sheet of while 
paper. 

Sir Chr. Well said, old foolVcap ! and it's as mere 
a blank as a sheet of white paper. You arc honest, 

£ 
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old Medium, by comparison, just as a fellow, sen- 
tenced to transportation is happier than hb com- 
panion condemned to the gallows — Veiy worthy be- 
cause you are no rogue; tender hearted, because 
you never go to fires and executions; and an affec- 
tionate father and husband, because you never pinch 
your children, or kick your wife out of bed. 

Med, And that, as the world goes, is more than 
every man can say for himself. Yet, since you force 
me to speak my positive qualities — but, no matter,— 
you remember me in London; didn't I, as member of 
the Humane Society, bring a man out of the New 
River, who, it was afterwards found, had done me an 
injury? 

Sir Chr, And, dam'me, if I would not kick any 
man into the New River that had done me an injury. 
There's the difference of our honesty. Oons ! if you 
want to be an honest fellow, act from the impulse of 
nature. Why, you have no more gall than a pig^m 

Med. And you have as much gall as a turkey 
cock, and are as hot into the bargain — Youhre always 
so hasty; among the hodge-podge of your foibles^ 
passion is always predominant. 

Sir Chr. So much the better. Foibles, quotha ? 

foibles are foils that give additional lustre to the gems 
of virtue. You have not so many foils as I, p^rhap. 

Med. And, what's more, I don't want 'em, Sip 
Christopher, I thank you. 

Sir Chr. Very true; for the devil a gem have you 
to set off with 'em. 

Med, Well, well; I never mention » errors; that, I 
flatter myself, is no disagreeable quality, — It don't 
become me to say you are hot. 

Sir Chr. 'Sblood ! but it does become you: it be- 
comes ev^ry man, especially an Englishman, to speak 
the dictates of his heart. 
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Ettter Seetakt. 

SerVm An English vessel, sir, jnst arrived in the 
iarboor. 

Sir Chr. A vessel ! Od's my life i Now for the 

news — If it is but as I hope — ^Any dispatches? 

Serv. Hiis letter, sir, brought by a sailor from the 
qnay. [Exit, 

Sir Ckr, \Opemng the letter^ Huzza! here it is. 
He^s safe— safe and sound at Barbadoes. 
[Reading.] StTy 

My nuuter^ Mr, Inkle, is just arrived in your harbour. 
Here, read, read ! old Medium — 

Med. [Reading.] Um' — Your harbour; — we were 
iaken yp by an English vessel, on the \Aih ult^. He only 
wots ttU I have pt^ed his hair, to pay his respects to 
you, and Miss Narcissa: In the mean time, he has or- 
dered me. to brush up this letter for your honour, from 

Tour humble Servant, to command, 

Timothy Trudge. 

Sir Chr, Hey day ! Here's a style ! the voyage has 
jumbled the fellow's brains out of their places; the 
water has made his head turn round. But no matter; 
mine turns round, too. Til go and prepare Narcissa 
clirectly, they shall be married, slap -dash, as soon as 
he comes from the quay. From Neptune to Hymen : 
from the hammock to the bridal bed — Ha ! old boy ! 

Med, Well, well; don't flurry yourself — ^you're so 
hot! 

Sir Chr. Hot ! blood, ar'n't I in the West Indies ? 
Aren't I Governor of Barbadoes ? He shall have hor as 
soon as he sets his foot on shore. ^' But, plague on't, 
he's so slow." — She shall rise to him like Venus out 
of the sea. His hair puffed ? He ought to have been 
puffing, here, out of breath, by this time. 

£ 2 



40 INKL£ aKD YARICO. [act II. 

Med, Very true; but Venus's husband is always 
supposed to be lame, you know, Sir Christopher. 

Sir Chr, Well, now do, my good fellow, run down 
to the shore, and see what detains him. 

[Hurrying him off, 

Med. Well, well; I will, I will. [Exit'. 

Sir Chr. In the mean time, I'll get ready Narcissa, 
and all shall be concluded in a second. My heart's 
set Upon it. — Poor fellow"! after all his rumbles, and 
tumbles, and jumbles, and fits of despair — I shall be 
rejoiced to see him, I have not seen him since he 
was that high. — But, zounds ! he's so tardy ! 

Enter Seevant. 

Serv. A strange gentleman, sir, come from the 
quay, desires to see you. 

Sir Chr. From the quay ? Od's my life ! ^Tis 

he — Tis Inkle! Show him up, directly. [Exit Servants 
The rogue is expeditious after all. — I'm so happy. 

JB^^er Campley. 

My dear, fellow ! [Shakes hands.] I'm rejoiced to see 
you. Welcome; welcome here, with all my soul! 

Camp. This reception, Sir Christopher, is beyond 
my warmest wishes — Unknown to you 

Sir Chr. Aye, aye; we shall be better acquainted 
by and by. Well, and how, eh ! Tell me ! — But old 
Medium and I have talked over your affair a hundred 
times a day, ever since Narcissa arrived. 

Camp. You surprise me ! Are you then really ac- 
quainted with the whole affair? 

Sir Chr. Every tittle. 

Camp. And, can you, sir, pardon what is past ? — • 

Sir Chr. Pooh ! how could you help it ? 
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Gn^ VexT true — n3n^ in die 
Bat when ycHi consideT the past suae of my mino — 
the Uack p rapec t hefbre me. — 

5£r Cftr. Ha ! hm ! Bbck ^iwnigK, I dai? snr. 

Gnip. Hie diffimlty I have le£ in farinsms ns vsetf 
CsLce to fiux to yon. 

Sir C£r. Tliat I am connnoed at — hm I kneir yoi: 
would ocHne the first appartmnty. 

Camp. Very true: yet the dkpmre herveen thi 
Grovemor of Baihadoes and myseUl [fiflcme.j 

Sir Cir. Tes — a dedhsh way asunder. 

CoK^, Gnmted, sir: nidch has dkcresBd me '«i± 
the cmeQest doahts as to our meeting. 

Sir Chn It was a toss up. 

Coji^. The old gentleman seems decibdi kind^ 

l^ow to soften him. [Andt.^ Periiaps, sir, in too 
younger days, you may have heen in the same filia- 
tion yourself. 

Sir Ckr. Who ? I ! 'sblood ! no, nerer in my Iikl 

Camp. I wish you had, with all my soul. Sir 
Christopher. 

Sir. Ckr, Upon my soul, sir, I am Teiy miiclx 
obliged to you. [Bowuig.] 

Camp. As what I now mention might have greater 
weight with you. 

Sir Ckr. Pooh ! pr'ythee ! I tell you I pitied you 
from the bottom of my heart. 

Camp. Indeed! if, with your leave, I may still 
venture to mention Miss Narcissa — 

Sir Chr. An impatient, sensible young dog ! like 
me to a hair ! Set your heart at rest, my boy. She's 
yours; yours before to-morrow morning. 

Camp. Amazement! I can scarce believe my senses. 

Sir Ckr. Zounds! you ought to be out of your 
senses: but dispatch — make short work of it, ever 
while you live, my boy. Here she is. 

£3 
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Enter Narcissa and Patty. 

Here girl: here's your swain. [To Nar. 

Camp. I just parted with my Narcissa^ on the 
quay, sir. 

Sir Chr, Did you ! Ah, sly dog had a meeting 

before you came to the old gentleman. — But here — 
Take him, and make much of him— and, for fear of 
further sepai*ati6ns, you shall e'en be tacked together 
directly. What say you, girl ? 

Camp, Will my Narcissa consent to my happiness ? 

Nar, I always obey my father's commands, with 
pleasure, sir. 

Sir Chr. Od ! I'm so happy, I hardly know which 
way to turn; but we'll have the carriage directly; 
drive down to the quay; trundle old Spintext into 
church; and hey for matrimony I 

Camp. With all my hearty Sir Christopher; ^he 
sooner the better. 



Sir Christopher, Camplet, Narcissa, Patty. 

Sir Chr. Your Colinettes^ and Arriettes, 
Your Damons of the grove, 
Wfio likejallals, and pastorals y 
Waste years in love : 
But modem folks kncnv better JokeSy 

Andy courting once begun, 
To church they hop at once — andpop-^ 
Egady alTs done ! 

AIL In life we prance a country dance, 

Where every couple stands ; 
Their partners set — a while curvet — 
But scion join hands. 
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Nar, When at ourfeet, so trim and neat, 
The poxoderd lover sues. 
He vows ht dies, the lady sighs. 

But can't refuse. 
Ah ! how can she unmordd ^er see 

Her fivttin his death incur ? 
If once the squire is seen expire. 
He lives with her. 

All. In life, SfC, SfC, 

Patty. When John and Bet are fairly met, 
John boldly tries his luck; 
He steals a buss, without morefuss^ 

The bargain's struck. 
Whilst things below are going so. 

Is Betty pray to blame ? 
Who knows up stairs, her mistress fares 
Just, just the same. 

All. In life we prance, S^c. S^c, [Exeunt, 



■^p*- 



ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

The Quay. 

Enter Patty. 

Patty, Mercy on us ! what a walk I have had of 
it ! Well, matters go on swimmingly at the Governor'* 
— ^The old gentleman has ordered the carriage, and 
Xhe young couple will be whisked heres to church. 
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in a quarter of on hour. My business is to prevent 
young sobersides, young Inkle, from appearing, to 
interrupt the ceremony. — Ha! here's the Crown, 
where I hear he is housed: So now to find Trudge, 
and trump up a story, in the true style of a chamber- 
maid. [Goes into the house.] [Pattt vnthin.] I tell 
you it don't signify, and I will come up. [Trudge 
within.'] But it does signify, and you can't come 
up. 

Re-enter Patty, with Trudge. 

Patty. You had better say at once, I shan't. 

Trudge. Well then, you shan't. 
^ Patty. Savage ! Pretty behaviour you have picked 
up amongst the Hottypots ! Your London civility, 
like London itself, will soon be lost in smoke, Mr. 
Trudge; and the politeness you have studied so long 
in Threadneedle^trect, blotted out by the blacks you 
have been living with. 

Trudge. No such thing; I practised my politeness 
all the while I was in the woods. Our very lodging 
taught me good manners; for I could never bring 
myself to go into it without bowing. 

Patty. Don't tell me! A mighty civil reception 
you give a body, truly, after a six weeks parting. 

Trudge. Gad, you're right; I am a little out here, 
to be sure. [Kisses her.] Well, how do you do ? 

Patty. Pshaw, fellow ! I want none of your kisses. 

Trudge. Oh ! very well — III take it again, [pffers 
to kiss her.] 

Patty: Be quiet. I want to see Mr. Inkle: I Have 
a message to him from Miss Narcissa. I shall get a 
sight of him, now, I believe. 

Trudge. May be not. He's a little busy at present* 
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P(Utif. Busy-^ha! Plodding! What he's at his 
multiplication again ? 

Trvdge. Very likely; so. it would be a pity to in- 
terrupt him, you know. 

Patty. Certainly; and the whole of my business 
was to prevent his hurrying himself — ^Tell him, we 
shan't be ready to receive him, at the Governor's, till 
to-morrow, d'ye hear ? 

Trudge. No? 

Patty. No. Things are not prepared. The place 
isn't in order; and the servants have not had proper 
notice of the arrival. Sir Christopher intends Mr. 
Inkle, you know, for his son-in-law, and must receive 
him in public form, (which can't be till to-morrow 
morning) for the honour of his governorship : why the 
vrhole island will ring of it. 

Trudge. The devil it will ! 

Patty. Yes; the/ve talked of nothing but my mis- 
tress's beauty and fortune, for these six weeks. Then 
bell be introduced to the bride , you know. 

Trudge. O, my poor master ! 

Patty. Then a breakfast; then a procession; then — . 
if nothing happens to prevent it, he'll get into church, 
and be married, in a crack. 

- Trudge. Then he'll get into a damned scrape, in a 
crack. 

Patty. Hey-day ! a scrape ! How ! 

Trudge. Nothing, nothing It must out > 

Patty ! 

Patty. Well? 

Trudge. Can you keep a secret ? 

Patty. Try me ! 

Trudge, Then [Whispering.] My master keeps a 
girl. 

Patty. Oh, monstrous ! another woman ? 

Trudge. As sure as one and one make two. 

Patty, [Aside.] Rare news for my mistress ! — Why, 
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I can hardly believe it: the grave, sly, steady, sober 
Mr. Inkle, do such a thing ! 

Trudge. Pooh ! it's always your sly, sober fellows, 
that go the most after the girls. 

Patty. Well ; I should sooner suspect you. 

Trudge. Me ? Oh Lord ! he ! he ! — Do you think 
any smart, tight, little, black eyed wench, would be 
struck with my figure ? [Conceitedly.] 

Patty. Pshaw ! never mind your figure. Tell me 
how it happened ? 

Trudge. You shall hear: when the ship left us ashore, 
my master turned as pale as a sheet of paper. It 
isn't every body that's blest with courage, Patty, ' 

Patty. True. 

Trudge. However, I bid him cheer up ; told him, 
to stick to my elbow : took the lead, and began our 
march. 

Patty. Well? 

Trudge. We hadn't gone far, when a damned one- 
eyed black boar, that grinned like a devil, came down 
the hill in jog trot ! My master melted as fast as a 
pot of pomatum ! 

Patty. Mercy on us! 

Trudge. But what does I do, but whips out my 
desk knife, that I used to cut the quills with at home ; 
met the monster, and slit up his throat like a pen — 
The boar bled like.a pig. 

Patty. Lord! Trudge, what a great traveller you 
are! ' 

Trudge. Yes ; I remember we fed on the flitch for 
a week. 

Patty. Well, well ; but the lady. 

Trudge. The lady! Oh, true. By and by we 
came to a cave — ^a large hollow room, under ground, 
like a warehouse in the Adelphi. — ^Well; there we 
were half an hour, before I could get him to go 
in ; there's no accounting for fear, you know. At 
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last, in we went, to a place hung round with skins, 
as it might be a furriei^s shop, and there was a fine 
lady, snoring on a bow and arrows. 

Patty. What, all alone? 

Trudge. Eh ! — No — ^no. — Huip — ^She had a young 
lion, by way of a lap-dog. 

Patty, Gemini ; what did you do ? 

Trudge. Gave her a jog, and she opened her eyes — 
she struck my master immediately, 

Patty. Mercy on us ! with what ? 
• Trudge. With her beauty, you ninny, to be sure : 
and they soon brought matters to bear. The wolves 
witnessed the contract — I gave her away — ^The crows 
croaked amen ; and we had board and lodging for 
nothing. 

Patty. And this is she he has brought to Barba* 
does? 

Trudge. The same. 

Patty. Well ; and tell me, Trudge ; — she's pretty, 

you say — Is she fair or brown ? or 

, Trudge^ Um ! she's a good comely copper. 

Patty. How ! a tawny ? 

Trudge. Yes, quite dark ; but very elegant ; like a 
Wedgwood tea-pot. 

Patty. Oh ! the monster ! the filthy fellow ! Live 
with a black-a-moor ! 

Trudge. Why, there's no great harm in't, I 
hope? 

Patty. Faugh ! I wou'dn't let him kiss me for the 
world : he'd make my face all smutty. 

Trudge. Zounds! you are mighty nice all of a 
sudden ; but I'd have you to know. Madam Patty, 
that Black-a-moor ladies, as you call 'em, are some 
of the very few whose complexions never rub off ! 
'Sbud, if they did. Wows and I should have changed 
feces by this time — But mum ; not a word for your 
life. 
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. Paity. Not I ! except to the Governor and family* 
[Aside.jBut I must run — and, remember, Trudge, if 
your master has made a mistake here, he has himself 
to thank for his pains. [Exit Patty. 

Trudge. Pshaw ! these girls are so plaguy proud 
of their white and red ! but I won't be shamed out 
of Wows, that's fiat. — 

Enter Wowski. 

Ah ! Wows, I'm going to leave you. 

Wows, For M^hat you leave me ? 

Trudge, Master says I must. 

Wows, Ah, but you say in your country women 
know best ; and I say you not leave me. 

Trudge. Master, to be sure, while we were in the 
forest, 4:aught Yarico to read, with his pencil and 
pocket-book. * What then ? Wows comes on fine and 
fast in her lessons. A little awkward at first,, to be 
«ure. — Ha! ha! — She's so used to feed with her 
hands, that I can't get her to eat her victuals, in a 
genteel, christian way, for the soul of me ; when she 
has stuck a morsel on her fork, she don't know how 
to guide it, but pops up her knuckles to her mouth, 
and the meat goes up to her ear. But, no matter — 
After all the fine, flashy London girls, Wowski's 
the wench for my money. 

SONG. 

A clerk I was in London gat/j 

Jenvmy linkum feedlcy 
And went in boots to see the play^ 

Merry Jiddlem tweedle. 
I march* d the lobby y twirVd my stick, 

Diddle, doddle, deedk; 
The girls all cnfd, " He^s quite the kick' 

Oh, Jemmy Imkum feedle. 
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Hfy ! for AmtHtm I md, 

itmtJxt dbedfev ^tfdie ; 
Themhrhmff cnfi, <" Smoke iit iaiir 

JtMMHjf tUULMMi Jtcdic 

Om Em^isk Mkt I tmru'd my hack, 

Diddk, doddk, ieedle ; 
And ffd m foreigm fair, quke biaci, 

O twaddle, twflddie, tweedie ! 

Your Ltmdom girls, with rogMisk trip, 

Wkeedle, wheedle, tche^le. 
May boast their pOMtitig under lip, 

FuldU, faddU, feedU. 
My Wows would beat a hundred such, 

Diddle, doddle, deedle, 
n'^hose upper lip pouts twice as mtrcA, 

O, pretty double wheedle / 

Rings rU buy to deck her toes ; 

Jemmy linkum feedle ; 
A feather fine shall grace her nose : 

Waving siddle seedle. 
With jealousy I ne'er shall burst ; 

Whod steal my bone of bone^ f 
4 white Othello, I can trust 

A dingy Desdemona, [Exeunt. 



SCE"NE II. 

A Room in the Croxnt. 

Enter Inkle. 

nkle. I know not what to think — I have given her 
mt hints of parting; but still, so strong hct 
idence in my affection, she prattles on without 
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regarding rite. Poor Yarico! I must not — cannot 
quit her. When I would speak, her look, her mere 
simplicity disarms me : I dare not wound such inno- 
cence. Simplicity is like a smiling babe ; which, to 
the ruffian that Woidd murder it, stretching its little 
naked, helpless arms, pleads, speechless, its own cause. 
And yet, Narcissa's family — 

Enter Trudge. 

Trudge. There he is; like a beau bespeaking a 
coat — doubting which colour to chuse — Sir — 

Inkie. What now ? 

Trudge. Nothing unexpected, sir : — I hope you 
won't be angry ; but I am come to give you joy, 
sir! 

Inkle. Joy! of what? 

Trudge. A wife, sir ! a white one. — I know it will 
vex you, but Miss Narcissa means to make you happy, 
to-morrow morning. 

Inkle. To-morrow! 

Trudge. Yes, sir; and as I have been out of 
employ, in both my capacities, lately, after I have 
dressed your hair, I may draw up the marriage 
articles. 

Inkle. Whence comes your intelligence, sir? 

Trudge. Patty told me all that has passed in the 
Governor's family, on the quay, sir. Women, you 
know, can never keep a secret You'll be introduced 
in form, with the whole island to witness it. 

Inkle. So public too ! ^Unlucky ! 

Trudge. There will be nothing but rejoicings, in 
compliment to the wedding, she tells me ; all noise 
and uproar ! Married people like it, they say. 

Inkle. Strange ! that I should be so blind to 
my interest, as to be the only person this dis- 
tresses I 
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Trudge, They are talking of nothing else but the 
match, it seems. 

Inkle. Confiiaon! How can I, in honour, re- 
tract? 
Tmdge. And the bride's merits 
Inkle. True! — ^A fund of merits ! — I would not — 
but from necessity — a case so nice as this — I — would 
not wish to retract. 

Trudge. Then, they call her so handsome. 
Inkle. Veiy true! so handsome! the whole 
world would laugh at me: the/d call it folly to 
retract. 

' Trudge. And then they say so much of her for- 
tune. 

Inkle. O death! it would be madness to retract. 
Surely, my faculties have slept, and this long part- 
ing from my Narcissa, has blunted my sense of 
her accomplishments. Tis this alone makes me 
so weak and wavering. I'll see her immediately. 
[Going.] 

Trudge. Stay, stay, sir ; I am desired to tell you, 
the Governor won't open his gates to us till to-morrow 
morning. 

Inkle. Well, be it so ; it Avill give me time, at all 
events, to put my affairs in train. 

Trudge. Yes ; it's a short respite before execution ; 
tod if your honour was to go and comfort poor 

Madam Yarico 

Inkle. Damnation ! Scoundrel, how dare you offer 
your advice ? — I dread to think of her! 

Trudge. I've done, sir, I've done — But I know I 
should blubber over Wows all night, if I thought of 
parting with her in the morning. 
Inkle. Insolence ! begone, sir ! 

Trudge. Lord, sir, I only 

Inkle. Get down stairs, sir, directly. 
' Trudge. [Going out.] Ah ! you may well put your 

f2 
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hand to your head ; and a bad head it must be, to 
forget Ihat Madam Yarico prevented her countrymen 
from peeling off the upper part of it. [Aside.] 

[ExU. 
Inkle. 'Sdeath, what am I about f How have I 
slumbered! Is it I? — I — ^who, in London, laughed 
at the younkers of the town — and, when I saw their 
chariots, with some fine, tempting girl, perked in the 
comer, come shopping to the city, would cry — Ah ! 
— there sits ruin — there flies the Greeiv-horn's money ! 
then wondered with myself how men could trifle time 
on women; or, indeed, think of any women without 
fortunes. And now, forsooth, it rests with me to 
turn romantic puppy, and give up .all for love. — 
Give up! — Ob, monstrous folly! — thirty thousand 
pounds ! 

Trudge. [Peeping in at the door."] 

Trudge. May I come in, sir? 

Inkle. What does the booby want? ' 

Trudge. Sir, your uncle wants to see you. 

Inkle. Mr. Medium ! show him up directly. 

[B^t Trudge. 
He must not know of this. To-morrow ! I wish this 
marriage were more distant, that I might break it to 
her by degrees : she'd lake my purpose better, were it 
less suddenly delivered. 

Enter Medium. 

Med. Ah ! here he is ! Give me your hand, 
nephew! welcome, welcome to Barbadoes, with all 
my heart. 

Inkle. I am glad to meet you here, uncle ! 

Med. That you are, that you are, I'm sure. Lord ! 
Lord ! when we parted last, how I wished we were in 
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a room tc^edier, if it was but the black hole ! I 
have not been able to sleep o'ni^ts for thinking of 
you. Tve laid awake, and &ncied I saw you slee]>> 
ing your last, with your head in the lion's mouth, for 
a night-cap ; and I've never seen a bear brought over, 
to dance about the street, but I thought you might 
be bobbii^ up and down in its belly. 
Inkle. I am very much oblig^ to you. 
Med. Aye, aye, I am happy enough to find you 
safe and sound, I promise you. But, you have a fine 
prospect before you now, young man. I am come to 
take you with me to Sir Christopher, who is impa- 
tient to see you. 

IttkU. To-morrow, I hear, he expects me. 
Med, To-morrow ! directly — this — ^moment — in 
half a second. — ^I left him standing on tip-toe, as he 
calls it, to embrace you ; and he's standing on tip- 
toe now, in the great parlour, and there hell -stand 
till you come to him. 
Inkle. Is he so hasty ? 

Med. Hasty! he's all pepper — and wonders you 
are not with him before it's possible to get at him. 
Hasty, indeed! Why, he vows you shall have his 
daughter this very night. 
Inkle. What a situation ! 

Med. Why, ifs hardly fair just after a voyage. 
But come, bustle, bustle, he'll think you neglect him. 
He's rare, and touchy, I can tell you ; and if ho once 
takes it into his head that you show the least slight to 
his daughter, it would knock up all your schemes in 
a minute. 

Inkle. Confusion ! If he should hear of Yarico ! 
[Aside.] 

Med. But at present you are all and all with him ; 
he has been telling mc his intcntioni thetc six 
weeks, you'll be a fine warm husband, I promise 
you. 
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Inkle. This cursed connexion ! [Aside,] 

Med. It is not for me, though, to tell you how to 
play your cards ; you are a prudent young man, and 
can make calculations in a wood. 

Inkle. Fool ! fool ! fool ! [Aside.'] 

Med. Why, what the devil is the matter with 
you ? 

Inkle. It must be done efTectually, or all is lost ; 
mere parting would not conceal it. [Aside.] 

Med. Ah ! now he's got to his damn'd square root 
again, I suppose, and Old Nick would not move 
him. — Why, nephew ! 

Inkle. The planter that I spoke with cannot be ar- 
rived — but time is precious — the first I meet — com- 
mon prudence now demands it. Tm fixed, HI part 
with her. [Aside.] [Exit^ 

Med. Damn me, but he's mad ! The woods have 
turned the poor bo/s brains ; he's scalped, and gone 
crazy ! Hoho ! Inkle ! nephew ! Gad, Til spoil your 
arithmetic, I warrant me. [Exit. 



SCEN^ III. 

The Quay. 

Enter Sii^ Christopher Curry, 

Sir Chr. Od^, my life ! I can scarce contain my 
happiness. I have left them safe in church, in the 
middle of the ceremony^ I ought to have given Nar- 
cissa away, they told me ; but I capered about so 
much for joy, that Old Spintext advised me to go and 
cool my heels on the quay, till it was all over. Od, 
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I'm SQ happy ; and they shall see, now, what an ol4 
fellow can do at a wedding. 

^fUcr Inkle. 

Inkle, Now for dispatch ! Hark'ee, old gentleman ! 
[To the Crouerfior.] 

Sir Chr. Well, young gentleman ? 

Inkle. If I mistake not, I know your business 
here. 

Sir Chr. ^Egad, I believe half the island knows it, 
by this time. 

Inkle. Then to the point — I have a female, whom 
I wish to part with. 

Sir Chr. Very likely ; it's a common case, now 
Urdays, with many a man. 

Inkle. If you could satisfy me you would use her 
mildly, and treat her with more kindness than is 
usual — ^for I can tell you she's of no common stamp 
— ^perhaps we itaight agree. 

Sir Chr. Oho ! a slave ! Faith, now I think on't, 
my daughter may want an attendant or two extra- 
ordinary ; and as you say she's a delicate girl, above 
the common run, and none of your thick-lipped, flat- 
nosed, squabby, dumpling dowdies, I don't much care 
if— 

Inkle. And for her treatment — 

Sir Chr. Look ye, young man ; I love to be plain : 
I shall treat her a good deal better than you would, 
I fancy ; for, though I witness this custom every day, 
I can't help thinking the only excuse for buying 
our fellow creatures, is to rescue them from the 
hands of those who are unfeeling enough to bring 
them to market. 

Inkle. Fair words, old gentleman ; an Englishman 
won't put up an affront. 

Sir Chr. An Englishman ! more shame for you f 
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Let Englishmen blush at such practices. Men, ivho 
so fully feel the blessings of liberty, are doubly cruel 
ill depriving the helpless of their freedom. 

Inkle. Let me assure you, sir, it is not my occu- 
pation ; but for a private reason — an instant pressing 

necessity 

Sir Ckr. Well, well, I have a pressing necessity too; 
I can't stand to talk now ; I expect company here 
presently; but if youll ask for me to-morrow, at 
the Castle— 

Inkle. The Castle ! 

Sir Chr. Aye, sir, the Castle ; the Govemor^s Castle; 
known all over Barbadoes. 

Inkle. 'Sdeath, this man must be on the Governor^ 
establishment: his steward, perhaps, and sent after 
me, while Sir Christopher is impatiently waiting fot 
me. I've gone too far; my secret may be known — 
As 'tis, rU win this fellow to my interest. \To iUm.] 
— One word more, sir: my business must be done 
immediately ; and, as you seem acquainted at the 
Castle, if you should see me there — and there I mean 

to sleep to-night 

Sir Chr, The devil you do ! 
Inkk. Your finger on your lips ; and never breathe 
a syllable of this transaction. 
Sir Chr. No! Why not? 

Inkle. Because, for reasons, which, perhaps, 
youll know to-morrow, I might be injured with 
the Governor, whose most particular friend I 
am. 

Sir Chr. So! here's a particular friend of mine, 
coming to sleep at my house, that I never saw in my 
life. Ill sound this fellow. [Aside^ I fancy, young 
gentleman, as you are such a bosom friend of the 
Governor's, you can hardly do any thing to alter 
your situation with him ? 

Inkle. Oh! pardon me; but you'll find that 
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hereafter — besides, you, doubtless, know his cha« 
lacter? 

Sir Ckr, Oh, as well as I do my own. But let's 
understand one another. You may trust me, now 
you've gone so far. You are acquainted with his 
character, no doubt, to a hair? 

Inkle. I am — I see we shall understand each other. 
You know him too, I see, as well as I. — A very 
touchy, testy, hot old fellow. 

Sir Ckr, Here's a scoundrel ! I hot and touchy ! 
Zounds ! I can hardly contain my passion ! — But I 

won't discover myself. Fll see the bottom of this 

\To him^ Well now, as we seem to have come to a 
tolerable explanation — let's proceed to business — Bring 
me the woman. 

Inkle. No; there you must excuse me. I ra- 
ther would avoid seeing her more ; and wish it to be 
settled without my seeming interference. My pre* 
sence might distress her — You conceive me ? 

Sir Ckr. Zounds ! what an unfeeling rascal 1 — ^The 
poor ^rl's in love with him, I suppose. No, no, fair 
and open. My dealing is with you and you only; I 
see her now, or I declare off. 

Inkle. Well then, you must be satisfied : yonder's 
my servant — ha — ^a thought has struck me. Como 
here, sir. 

Enter Trudge. 

I'll write my purpose, and send it her by him — It's 
lucky that I taught her to decypher characters ; my 
labour now is paid. [Takes out his pocket hooky and 
TpnVe*.]— This is somewhat less abrupt ; 'twill soften 
matters. [To himself,] Give this to Yarico ; then bring 
her hither with you. 

Trudge. I shall, sir. [Goings] 

Inkle. Stay ; come back. 'I'tis soft fool, if unin- 



58 JNKLE AND TA&ICO. [aCT K//' 

structed, may add to her distress. When she has 
read this paper, seem to make light of it ; tell her ft 
is a thing of course, done purdj for her good. I 
here inform her that I must part with her. D'ye 
understand your lesson ? ^ 

Tndge. Pa — ^part with Ma — ^madam Ya-ric-o ! 

InkU. Why does the blockhead stammer ! — I have 
my reasons. No muttering — And let me tell you, «r, 
if your rare bargain were gone too/twould be the 
better : she may babble our story of the forest, and 
spoil my fortune. 

Trudge, I'm sorry for it, sir ; I have lived vnth you 
a long while ; Tve half a yeai^s wages too due the 
25th ult. for dressing your hair, and scribbling 
your parchments ; but take my scribbling ; take my 
frizzing ; take my wages ; and I, and Wows, will take 
ourselves off together — she saved my live, and rot mc^ 
if any thing but death shall part us. 

Inkle. Impertinent ! Gt), and deliver your message 

Trudge. I'm gone, sir. Lord, Lord ! I never car- 
ried a letter with such ill will in all my bora days. 

[Exii. 

Sir Chr. Well — shall I see the girl ? 

Inkle. She'll be here presently. One thing I had 
forgot : when she is yours, I need not caution you, 
after the hints I've given, to keep her from the Castle. 
If Sir Christopher should see her, 'twould lead, you 
know, to a discovery of what I wish concealed. 

Sir Chr. Depend upon me — Sir Christopher will 
know no more of our meeting, than he does at this 
moment. 

Inkk. Your secrecy shall not be unrewarded; Fll 
recommend you, particularly, to his good graces. 

Sir Chr. Thank ye, thank ye ; but I'm pretty much 
in his good graces, as it is ; I don't know any body he 
has a greater respect for . 
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Rt-tnter Trudge. 

IMe. Nowy sir, have you perfonned your message? 

Trudg^. Yes, I gave her the letter. 

InkU. And where is Yarico? did she say she'd 
come? didn't you do as you were ordered ? didn't you 
qieak to her? 

Trudge. I cou'dn't, sir, I cou'dn't — I intended to 
say- what you bid me — but I felt such a pain in my 
tluoat, I cou'dn't speak a word, for the soul of me ; 
and so, sir, I fell a ciying. 

Inkle. Kockhead! 

Sir Chr. 'Sblood, hut he's a very honest blockhead. 
Tell me, my good fellow — ^what said the wench ? 

Trudge. Nothing at all, sir. She sat down with her 
two hands clasped on her knees, and looked so piti- 
fully in my &ce, I could not stand it Oh, here she 
eomes. Ill go and find Wows : if I must be melan- 
choly, she sluiU keep me company. [Exit. 

Str Ckr. Ods my life, as comely a wench as ever I 
f 



RUer Yarico, who looks for some time in Inkle's 
facef bursts into tears, and falls on his neck. 

Inkle. In tears ! nay, Yarico ! why this ? 

Yar. Oh do not — do not leave me ! 

Inkle. Why, simple girl! I'm labouring for your 
good. My interest, here, is nothing : I can do nothing 
from myself, you are ignorant of our country's cus- 
toms. I must give way to men more powerful, who 
will not have me with you. But see, my Yarico, 
ever anxious for your welfare, I've found a kind, good 
person who will protect you. 

Yarico. Ah ! why not you protect mc ? 

Inkle, I have no means — how can I ? 
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Yarico, Just as I sheltered you. Take me to yonder 
mountain, where I see no smoke from tall, high 
houses, filled with your cruel countrymen. None of 
your princes, there, will come to take me from you. 
And should they stray that way, well find a lurking 
place, just like my own poor cave ; whwe many a day 
I sat beside you, and blessed the chance that brought 
you to it — that 1 might save your life. 

Sir Chr, His life ! Zounds f my blood boils at the 
scoundrel's ingratitude ! 

Yar, Come, come, let's go. I always feared these 
cities. Let's fly and seek the woods ; and there irefll 
wander hand in hand together. No cares shall m 
us then — ^We'll let the day glide by in idleness; and 
you shall sit in the shade, and watch the sun beam ' 
playing on the brook, while I sing the song that pleases 
you. No cares, love, but for food — and well lift 
cheerily I warrant — In the fresh, early morning, yoo 
shall hunt down our game, and I vn\l pick joVi 
berries — and then, at night I'll trim our bed of leaves 
and lie me down in peace — Oh I we shall be so 
happy ! 

Inkle. Hear me, Yarico. My countrymen and 
yours differ as much in minds as in complexions. 

We were- not born to live in woods and caves to 

seek subsistence by pursuing beasts We chris- 
tians, girl, hunt money; a thing unknown to you— 
But, here, 'tis money which brings us ease, plenty, 
command, power, every thing ; and, of course, hap- 
piness. You are the bar to my attaining this; there- 
fore 'tis necessary for my good and which, I think, 

you value 

Yar. You know 1 do ; so much, that it would 
break my heart to leave you. 

Inkle. But we must part : if you are seen with me, 
I shall lose all. 

Yar. I gave up all for you — ^my friends — ^my coUn- 
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try : all that was dear to me t and still grown dearer 
since you sheltered there. — All, all was left for you — 
and were it now to do again — again Fd cross the seas, 
and follow you, all the world over. 

Inkle, We idle time ; sir, she is yours. See you 
obey this gentleman; 'twill be the better for you. 
[Going,] 

Yar, O barbarous! [Holding him,] Do not, do not 
abandon me! 

Inkle. No more. 

Yaf, StAy but a little : I shan't live long to be a 
burden to you : your cruelty has cut me to the heart. 
Protect me but a little— or III obey this man, and un- 
dergo all hardships for your good ; stay but to witness 
* 'em. — I soon shall sink with grief; tarry till then; 
and hear me bless your name when I am dying ; and 
beg you now and then, when I am gone, to heave a 
Bigh for your poor Yarico. 

Inkle, I dare hot listen. You, sir, I hope, will take 
good care of her. [Going,] 

Sir Chr, Care of her ! — that I will — I'll cherish her 
like my own daughter ; and pour balm into the heart 
of a poor, innocent girl, thkt has been wounded by 
the artifices of a scoundrel. 

Inkle, Hah ! 'Sdeath, sir, how dare you ! — 

Sir Chr, 'Sdeath, sir, how dare you look an honest 
man in the face ? 

Inkle, Sir, you shall feel — 

Sir Chr, Feel ! — It's more than ever you did, I be* 
lieve. Mean, sordid wretch I dead to all sense of ho- 
nour, gratitude, or humanity — I never heard of such 
barbarity \ I have a son-in-law, who has been left in 
the same situation ; but, if I thought him capable of 
Buch cruelty, dam'me if I would not return him to 
sea, with a peck-loaf, in a cockle shell — Gome, come, 
cheer up, my girl! You shan't want a friend to pro- 

G 
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tect yoUy I Mrarrant you. — [Taking Ya&ico &y the 
hand,} 

Inkle. Insolence! The Governor shall hear of this 
insult. 

Sir Chr, The Governor ! lyar ! cheat ! rogue ! im- 
postor ! breaking all ties you ought to keep, and pre- 
tending to those you have no right to. The Governor 
never had such a fellow in the whole catalogue of his 
acquaintance — the Governor disowns you — the Go- 
vernor disclaims you — the Governor abhors you ; and 
to your utter confusion, here stands the Governor to 
tell you so. Here sbmds old Curry, who never talked 
to a rogue without telling him what he thought of him. 

Inkle, Sir Christopher! — Lost and undone ! 

Med. [WitkouL] Holo ! Young Multiplication! 
Zounds ! I have been peeping in every cranny of the 
house. Why, young Rule of Three ! [Enters from the 
inn,] Oh, here you are at last — Ah, Sir Christopher I 
What are you there ! too impatient to wait at home. 
But here's one that will make you easy, I fancy. 
[Clapping Inkle on the shotdder,] 

Sir Chr. How. came you to know him? 

Med. Ha! ha! Well, that's curious enough too. 
So you have been talking here, without finding out 
«ach other. 

Sir Chr. No, no ; I have found him out with a 
vengeance. 

Med, Not you. Why this is the dear boy. It's 
my nephew ; that is, your son-in-law, that is to be. 
It^s Inkle! 

Sir Chr. It's a lie; and you're a purblind old booby, 
— and this dear boy is a damn'd scoundrel. 

Med. Hey-day! what's the meaning of this? 
One was mad before, and he has bit the other, I 
suppose. 

Sir Chr. But here comes the dear boy — the true 
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boy — the jolly boy, piping hot from church, with my 
daughter. 

Enter Campley, Narcissa, and Patty. 

Med. Campley! 

Sir Chr. Who ? Campley ; — It's no such thing. 

CarAp. That's my name, indeed, Sir Christopher. 

Sir Chr, The devil it is ! And how came you, sir, 
to impose upon me, and assume the name of Inkle ? 
A name which every man of honesty ought to be 
ashamed of. 

Camp. I never did, sir.— Since I sailed from Eng- 
land with your daughter, my affection has daily in- 
creased : and when I came to explain myself to you, 
by a number of concurring circumstances, which I 
am now partly acquainted with, you mistook me for 
that gentleman. Yet had I even then been aware of 
your mistake, I must confess, the regard for my own 
happiness would have tempted me to let you remain 
undeceived. 

Sir Chr, And did you, Narcissa, join in — 

Nar, How could I, my dear sir, disobey you? 

Patty. Lord, your honour, what young lady could 
refuse a captain ? 

Camp. I am a soldier. Sir Christopher. Love 
and war is the soldier^s motto; though my income 
is trifling to your intended son-in-law's, still the 
chance of war has enabled me to support the ob- 
ject of my love s.\tDve indigence. Her fortune, Sir 
Christopher, I do not consider myself by any means 
entitled to. 

Sir Chr. 'Sblood ! but you must though. Give me 
your hand, my young Mars, and bless you both to- 
gether ! — ^Thank you, thank you for cheating an old 
fellow into giving his daugnter to a lad of spirit, 
^hen he was going to throw her away upon one, in 

g2 
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whose breast the mean passion of avarice smothers 
the smallest spark of affection or humanity. 

Nar. I have this moment heard a story of a transac- 
tion in the forest, which I own, would have r^idered 
compliance with your former commands very dis- 
agreeable. 

Patty. Yes, sir, I told my mistress he had brought 
over a Hottypot gentlewoman. 

Sir Chr. Yes, but he would have left her for you ; 
\To Narcissa.] and you for his interest ; and sold you^ 
perhaps, as he has this poor girl to me, as a requital 
for preserving his life. 

Nar. How! 

Enter Trudge and Wowski. 

Trudge. Come along. Wows ! take a long last leav^ 
of your poor mistress : throw your pretty, ebony arms 
about her neck. 

W&iLS. No, no ; — she not go ; you not leave pooi^ 
Wowski. [Thrtming her arms about Yarico.] 

Sir Chr. Poor girl ! A companion, I take it ! 

Trudge. A thing of my own, sir. I cou'dn't help 

following my master's example in the woods Like 

mastery like man, sir. 

Sir Chr, But you would not sell her, and be hang'd 
to you, you dog, would you ? 

Trudge. Hang me, like a dog, if I would, sir. 

Sir Chr. So say I to every fellow that breaks an 
obligation due to the feelings of a man. But, old 
Medium, what have you to say for your hopeful 
nephew ? 

Med. I never speak ill of my friends, Sir Chris-* 
topher. 

Sir Chr. Pshaw ! 

Inkle. Then let nie speak : hear me defend a con« 
duct ^ ■■ 

Sir Chr^ Defend ! Zounds ! plead guilty at onc&«<T» 
it's the only hope left of obt^ning mercy. 
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Inkle. Suppose^^old gentleman, you had a son? 

Sir Chr. 'Sblood ! then I'd make him an honest fel- 
low ; and teach him, that the feeling heart never 
knows greater pride than when it's employed in giving 
succour to the unfortunate. I'd teach him to be his 
father's own son to a hair. 

Inkle, Even so my father tutored me : from my in- 
fancy, bending my tender mind, like a young sapling, 
to his will — Interest was the grand prop round which 
he twined my pliant green affections : taught me in 
childhood to repeat old sayings — all tending to his 
own fixed principles, and the first sentence that I ever 
lisped, was — Charity begins at Itome, 

Sir Chr. I shall never like a proverb again, as long 
as I live. 

Inkle. As I grew up, he'd prove — ^and by example 
— ^were I in want, I might e'en starve, for what the 
world cared for their neighbours ; why then should I ' 
care for the world? Men now lived for themselves. 
These were his doctrines : then, sir, what would 
you say, should I, in spite of habit, precept, 
education, fly in my father^s face, and spurn his 
councils ? 

Sir Chr. Say ! why, that you were a damnM honest, 
undutiful fellow. O curse such principles! Prin- 
ciples, which destroy all confidence between man and 
man — Principles which none but a rogue could instil, 
and none but a rogue could imbibe. — ^Principles . 

Inkle. Which I renounce. 

Sir Chr. Eh ! 

Inkle. Renounce entirely. Ill-founded precept too 
long has steeled my breast — but still 'tis vulnerable— 
this trial was too much — Nature, 'gainst habit com- 
bating within me, has penetrated to my heart; a 
heart, I own, long callous to die feelings of sensi- 
bility ; but now it bleeds — and bleeds for' my poor 
Yarico, Oh, let me clasp her to it, while 'tis glow- 
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ing, and mingle tears of love and penitence. [£m- 
bracing her.'] 

Trudge, [Capering about.] Wows, give me a kiss J 
{WowsKi goes to Trudge.] 

Yar. And shall we — shall we be happy? 

Inkle. Aye; ever, ever, Yarico. 

Yar. I knew we should — and yet I feared — ^but 
shall I still watch over you? Oh ! love, you surely 
gave your Yarico such pain, only to make her feel 
this happiness the greater. 

WoxDs. [Going to Yarico.] Oh Wowski so happy! 
'■ — ^and yet I think I not glad neither. 

Trudge. Eh, Wows ! How ! — why not ! 

Wotcs. 'Cause I can't help cry 

Sir Chr. Then, if that's the case — curse me, if I 
think Fm very glad either. What the plague's the 
matter with my eyes? — Young man, your hand — I am 
' now proud and happy to shake it. 

Med. Well, Sir Christopher, what do you say to 
my hopeful nephew now ? 

Sir Chr, Say! Why, confound the fellow, I say, 
that is ungenerous enough to remember the bad ac-r 
tion of a man who has virtue left in his heart to 
repent it — As for you, my good fellow, [To Trudge.] 
I must, with your master's permission, employ you 
myself. 

Trudge. O rare! — Bless your honour! — Wows! 
you'll be lady, you jade, to a governor's factotum. 

Wows. Iss — I Lady Jactotum. 

Sir Chr. And now, my young folks, well drive 
home, and celebrate the wedding, Od's my life ! I 
long to be shaking a foot at the fiddles, and I shal) 
dance ten times the lighter, for reforming an Inkle^ 
while I have it in my power to -reward the innocence 
of a Yarico. 
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rarALE. 
[La Belle Cathariiie.] 

CAMPLET. 

Come, lei v$ dmee mi smg^ 
WMleaUBaambeebatskaarmg: 
lave ecrm w <h/i h U\ etrmg^ 

JM4rMrpk9$ tke bae; 
Hfmem gt^,/boii mstnf^ 
" Hm^^ wrweidkik'dmf^ 

TO'tabcTfJ^e^ midjMie. 

CHORUS. 

WkUeMBaHmdoeib^^kflrmg^Src. 

• ITA&CIMA. 

Smce ^iici eocl «urloi» core ' 
J« uaMd mio empiy idr^ 
Akl horn can Ifm^iemr- 

Tojfm the joeniid dance f 
To and froy cmifieigOf ' 
On the light faniathe toe, 
While with gUcy menikt^ 

The rosy haure aSmmee. 
Chonu. Come ^un, S^c. 

YABIC9» 

Whenjirst the iweBmfMit 
Hither bore my laOe i! 
What then myfat^ W 

littiedidlttm 
Doonid to know coTfl. ^ 

Happy still is Yarifii 
Since her love wiU a me. 

And nobly sec nk. 

Chorus* < ^c. 
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WOWSKI. 

fFkiisi aU arwmd, rejaicey 
Fipe ami takor rake the vokty 
Itautt be WowM^ekoke, 

WMbt Tnidgitto be damh. 
Noy nOy dey bUike ami gay. 
Shall like Mono, nduy ftay. 
Damce ami nag, hey dmg, duig. 

Strike JMle aad beat dram. 
Chorus. Come then, SfC. 

TEUDGE. 

'Sbobs ! mow, Fm^dfor Ufe, 
Mfffortwte's fairy tho black's my wife, 
Whofeart domettic str^e— 

Who cares now a souse ! 
Merry cheer niy diagi/ dear 
Shall Jiiid with her Factotum here ; 
Night and day, FU frisk and play 

About the house with Wows, 
Chorus. Come then, SfC. 

INKLE. 

Lofo^s comcert here behold, 
Bamsh^d now my thirst of gold, 
J^ess'd m these arms tofdd 

My gentle Yarico. 
Hemce att care, doubt, and fear. 
Love and joy each want shall cheer, 
Happy night, pure delight, 

ShaUmtdce our bosoms glow. 
Choms. Come that, ^c. 
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PATTY. 



Let Patty saif a word 

A chmmbermmd may sure he heardr- 
Sure men are groom absurd^ 

Thus taking block far white; 
To hug and kiss a dingy miss^ 
WiU hardly suit an age like this^ 
UnlesSy here, some friends appear^ 

Who like this wedding night. 
Chorus. Come then, SfC. 



THE END. 
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Mr* Colman acquaints his readers, in his Preface 
to this play, dated 1808, that it was written near 
twenty years ago: then, stating, as an apology to his 
jocose accusers, this reason for having made Shak- 
peture the model for his dialogue — that plays, whicli 
exhibit incidents of former ages, should have, the 
language of the characters conform to their dress 
•^he adds — " To copy Shakspeare, in the general 
fcurnure of hjs phraseology, is a mechanical task, 
which may be accomplished with a common share of 
industry and observation : — and this I have attempt- 
ed (for the reason assigned); endeavouring, at the 
same time, to avoid a servile quaintness, which would 
.disgust. To aspire to a resemblance of his bound- 
less powers, would have been the labour of a cox- 
^comb; — and had I been vain enough to have essayed 
it, I should have placed myself in a situation similar 
to that of the strolling actor, who advertised his per- 
formance of a part — *' In imitation of the inimitable 
Garrick." 

^ The Battle of Hexham" has been one of the 
author's most popular works; and has, perhaps, to 
fbf^fge its present loss 9f iaflii;encc with the public, tw 
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those historicml events of modern tines, which hsn 
steeled the heart against all oninor scenes of woe, and 
deprived of their wonted interait the sorrows of 
Queen Margaret and her child. 

There is a short, but well known narrative, wriftteii 
by one Clery, an humble valet de cbmmbre— ^hich, 
for pathetic claims, in behalf of s|iffering majcstj 
and infant royhhy, may bid defiance to all that U#- 
tery has betore recorded, or poets feigned, to nelt 
the soul to dynpathy. 

Kor can anxiety be now awakened th eonse^oenoe 
of a past battle at Hexham, between a few Choiuand 
-men, merely disputing which of two couains shouMUc 
their king, when, at this present period^ hnndredrof 
thoosaiids yearly combat and die, in a cause of iisr 
less doubtful iraponaiice* 

The loyal speeches of Gondibert^ in this play, kis 
teal in the cause o( his suvereigni every reader will 
admire — ^yet one difficulty occurs to abate this ad- 
miration — Did Gondibert know who his sovereign 
vmif This question seems to be involved in that 
same degree of durkness, in wh ch half ttie destnie* 
tive battles which ever took place have been fought. 
The adverse parties at Hexham had each a sove- 
reign. Edward the Fourth was the lawful king of the 
York adherentf?, as beni) the Sixth was of tho8e1>f 
Lancaster ; and Edward had at least birthright on 
his side, being the lineal descendant o; tht elder bro« 
ther of Henry the Fourth, and, as such, next heir to 
Richard the Second, setting aside the usurper. — But, 
possibly, the degraded state of Henry the Sixth wii^ 
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th^'Strongat'tiify which bound this vaKant Koldler to 
his supposed allegiance; — for there are politicians so 
bompassionate towards the a£9icted, or so envious of 
the prosperous, they will not cordially acknowledgis 
a monarch'tmbl- be is dethroned.-^£ven the people 
of Engknd^never would allow the Bourbon fomily to 
be ihe lawful kings of France, till within these last 
IftaecpyeavB^. 

- The youthful reader will delight in the conjugal ar* 

dour of Adeline ; whilst the prudent niatron will con- 

'ioeitet*-*thety had ^he- loved her blooming oi^pring, as 

hto y r t lfessesvit had been better to have remained at 

^home lor tbeir protection, than to have wandered in 

!QmmpB and farests,dressed in vile disguise, solely for the 

LJoy of seeing their father. — But pl-udence is a virtue, 

which would destroy the best heroine that evier was in* 

rvented. A mediocrity of discretion even, dispersed 

. ^mong certain characters of a drama, might cast -a 

^oom over the whole fable, divest every incident of 

its power to surprise, take all point from the cata- 

: strophe, and, finally, draw upon the entire composi* 

tion, the just sentence of condemnation. 

^ It was siqce the French Revolation that the qrown o f 
England relUiqcushed its tide and claim to the kingdom af 
, fimce. 
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BATTLfi OF HEXHAM, 






ACT THE FIRST. 



t ■ 



V* 

' SCMK I. 



-^n open Coimiry^ near Hexham^ m Nort hm ht v hmd ; 
with a dUiani View ^ Henkt thb Sixth's Camp. 
Time Dmi'kfeaki ,^ . 

■ 'M \ 

t 

Enter Adei^ihs, in Man*8 Habit and JkeoniHmmiM. 

Adeline. Heigbo \ Six darjc and weary miles, and not 
yet at the camp.. How tediously a£Biction paces!— 
Corae, Gregory ! cpm« on. Why, how you lag j^phindl 

Poor simple soul ! what cares has he to weig6 him 

downf Oh, yes, — ^he has served me from my c;radle$ 
and his plain honest heart feels for his mistrewii fiillen 
fortunes, and is heavy.— Come, my ^ood .fellow^ 
come! 

Gregory^ Mercy on us, kow my poor legs dm 

llche ! 

Adeline. What, with only six miles this nioniip(l 

^Fie ! 
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Gregory, Six ! — sixteeh, if we*vc gorie aa inch ; n^ 
feet are cut to pieces. A man mlefy as Well do penanCe^ 
with pease in his shoes, as trudge over these con<«. 
founded roads in Northumberland. I u^d to' ivo'n-^^ ' 
der, when we were at hoiU^,' in the )rt)ut|f, where it' 
is as smooth as a bowling-green, what the la!boureri 
did witti all the loose stonM they ta^nfil^ bf t^l ^igh^ 
ways; but now, I find, they come and ^shbbl" their 
rubbish in the northern counties. I'wish^vc-hatf 
never come into them, with all my heart ! ' • ' ' *-* 

Adeline, Then, you are weary of tny'seiirice — you 
wish you had not followed me. , *- , • 

Gregory. Who 1 ? Heaven ■fbitia!— I'd foWow yoil 
to the end of the world : — nay, f6r that matte^ 1 %<i^ 
lieve I shall follow you there ; for I have trampleJl 
after you a deuced long way, without knowing wh^ 
we are going. But Td live, ay, and die for you tob; 

Adehne. Well, well ; we must to the wars/ my 
good fellow. ' ' . - „ , . ^ 

Gregory . The wars! O^lud ! tbat^s taking liie at 
ixiy word with a vengeance! I never could abide 
fighting — there*^ something Sb plaguy quarrelsome 
in it. . \. 

*' Adeline. TTien you liad best rettirn. We'tliw, 
<Srego"ry, are approaching King Henry's camp, 
r Gregory, Are we? Oh dear, t)h dear ! Pray,- their, 
let us wheel about as fast as we can. » ^ ^ 

; Adeline. Don't you observe the light brealdng 
Jthrough the tents yonder ? i . .: 

;i Gregory, Mercy on me! they are tents, sore 
fnough!.Cqme,\madam,' let's be ^oing, if you pleaiM. 

Adeline. WHy, whither should I go, poor simpler 
ton ? My home is wretchedness. The wars I^ sefc!k 
have made it ^o^'tftejr haV^ robl^d me of my hvA* 
libndf kromfort iiow-.is lost to me. Oh! Gondibei^t, 
too faithful to a weak cause, our niinis involved wi^ 
Idjir betters! . ! : . ' 

Gregory, Oh, rot the cause, say I *! Plagqe^n'tte 

I 
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£(ouse of Lancaster ! it kas been many a noble gen- 
tliunan's undoing. The white and red roses have 
eaosed more eyes to water in England, than if we 
bad planted the whole island with onions. Such a 
coil kept up with their two houses ! — one's so old 
and t'otheii so old ! — they ought both to be pulled 
down, jbr a couple of nuisances to the nation. 

Adftme. Peace ! peace, man t — half such a word, 
spoken at random, might cost your life. The times, 
wregoiy, afe dangerous. 

^egorjf. Very true, indeed, madam* Death kais 
no modesty in bim now-a-days; he stares evtr^ body 
full in the face. 1 wish we had kept quiet at home, 
out -of his way. Who knows but my master, Lord 
Goadibert, might have returned to us, unexpectedly; 
Fm, sure he left us unexpectedly enough ; for the 
deuce a bit of any notice did he give us of his going. 

jideline. Ay, Gregory ; was it not unkind f And 
yet I will not call him so — the times ari.- cruel — not 
my busbanU. — His atfectioa had too much thought 
in it to change. His regular love, corrected by ihe 
steady vigour of his mind, knew not the turbulence 
of boyish raptures; but, like a sober river in its 
banks, flowed with a sweet and equal current. . Oh ! 
it was such a placid stream of tenderness ! — Hom^ 
long is it since your master left us, Gregory ? 

Gregory, Six months come to-morrow, madam. I 
caught a violent cold the very same day : it has set* 
tied in my eyes, I believe, for they have been trou- 
4^{psome to me ever since. Ah ! I shall nevir forget 
tij^al morning ; when the spies ot the Hoiise of York, 
itbat's got upon the throne, surrounded him for bniig 
-M old friend to the Lancasiers. Egad, he laid about 
him like a lion !— Out whips his broad-sword ; whack 
ha comes me one over the sconce ; pat he g«His me 
.fmther on the cheek ; and, after putting them all 
out of breath, about he wheels his horse, And we 
rtiave^ never seen nor heard of him since* 



Adeline. And, from that day to thia> I. hate, in 
Yain cherished hop^ o{hi^ return— r^F^arful, no doubt, 
of being surprised, he keeps concealed. — Thus is he 
torn from me — torn frot^ hi^ i child renrnp.90^ tender 
blo^oms! too-weak to he a^^p^Mefl .^ the rude ten\- 
pest of the tim^, and l^fkven tbeii iimoo^qe un« 
sheltered 1 •.,.,.# 

Gregory^ Yes, and inine among the rest. But 
what is it you mean to dq^ m94»Vi^i.: n a va ^ 

Adeline. To seek him in the ^ampHv.o7!K?i^^^Ci^ 
ters again aremaking h6ad,.h«r^Q,.Hi^ljb^i^V^ x^^^® 
have had an oppqrtunity^c^ ji>i|i^^ ^^W^nk^^ more 
than probable he is in their army. Thither will we ; 
— and for this purpose hay« 1:, d^4^\i^jjimnan's 
habit; living my house to^^hfi -^^^ ^f ^ trusty 
friend : and-».th^s accoutred, hil^v^lod ^Q}^ AjWPU* 
the faithful follower of my.ipjrro^^- a. ML^ikry Journey 
half over England. 

Gregory. .\V^eary 1. oh dear,ittp-r-t»jt,at allir.) could 
turn about again 4tre€tly^.«ii(iwa)k back,. brisker by 
half than I came. . .. ,•. 1.. a ^- . ^ 

Adeline, What» mao^afraidl JCofOfi^ cqn^ie ; we run 
liut littlerrbb)^ Example, too, will animate us. The 
yery air of the camp, Gregory, will brace your cou- 
rage to the true pitch. .. . , •^y} 
r Greg^r^. That, mayiie^ mada^; and yet,, ^9^.,^ 
bracing air, people are apt to , die i<i it, sooner thaf 
in any other place. , . ,^ ,.,.... 
.- Adeline. Pshaw ! pi'ythee, man,, put but a^cpn^ 
dent look on the matter, and we ahaU do, I jwarrap^ 
A bluff and bliMtering outside often conceals a chicke$i 
lieart. Mine ache^ I ^am sure i .but I will hide*, .1^ 
jgrief under the veil of airy carelessness. — Dow%j^$^ 
rowl ril be all bujstle, Uke the occasion. Caify 
Gregory ! -Mark your, mistress, .man,- and leari);. ifH 
lipw she'll play the pert youngaoldiw*. ^ . j; ,:;jw 
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SOKd. — AdSLlKI. 

Tie mmcing step, the Hvoman*s atr^ 

The tender sighy the softened note^ 
Poor Jdelme must lion forstoear, 

Nor think upon the petticoat. 

Since love hds led me to the fields ^ 
^The Mdiet^ephrase Fit learn bj/ rote ; 
' * riTtalk of drmns, of sword and shield^ 
'. a '^Jndqmiefirgetrny petticoat. 

'^''Whdi^'ihe'loud cknfvnCe rOar I heat^ 
- '*^ ' 'And thtmpets bray vnih- brazen throaty 
• WM Mtut'rihg, then, FU hide my fear, 
- Jjti/t I betnof niy petticoat. 

But ah! hoar slight the terrori pa$tf 

If he on vfhofh 1 fondly dote, 
Is to my mrms restored at last ; — • 

Thenr-^gifee me back my petticoat / ' 

[Exit AOELIMI* 

Gregory, Well, if I must go, I must. I cannot 
&e1p foHowing my poor Lady Adeline — raffeclion has 
led many a bolder man by the nose than I. I won- 
der, though, how your bold fellows fin4 themselves 
ftat before they're going to light. I wonder if they 
tftve any uncomfortable sort of sticking in the throat, 
aild a queer kii^() of a cold tickling-feel in some part 
of tlj^ flesh. Ah ! -Gregory, Gregory Gubbins ! your 
pifftceable -qualities will. never do for a camp. I 
ije^r tould beaf gunpowder^ since I got fuddled at 
file fidr, and the boys tied crackersi under Dobbin's 
tail, iu the Market Place. 
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ftOVO.— GREGORY OVBBlVS» 

ffnkfsavaliaMtfferof 

Beat the drum^ 

And k^ll come :— 
Jbtp de daw dtro ! 

Nothing does he fear, Of 

Risks his Ufe^ 
• WTtile'fheJ^- -"* 
Twittle,,tpitfle tppVrr^ -; .i. «:< k1 
Row de dow de Aw, u -i -•• 

TwitikrtwUtk twe^ ,. . ,: , ".:t,A^ 

Groans a^atmdii . ' ^ ^*"* 

Trumpets sami; " \ \ 
Rjtft tarn tan tq ter<^ 
. J^anttlei pmttfe taiero* 

Then the scars Kiimaar, Of 
^^. Muskets rqar^ 
'Small shot pour^ 
Rat tat tat to tero-^ 
hPiPopypapy^ 
Twtttk^ twittle twero. 
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'. Itkat brings up the rear, OT ' 
Jtn comes Death; 
^aips his hreitth ;-^ 
Good Vj/CfValiattt' Hero f^^ 
Twittle txoitfle^ M a 4df, . *? 

topfpcpfpopf row de doti, ilj^d^c. fjBsdL. 
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ftaiTEti. 

Hbhry th» Siztb^s Cmnpj tU mxhtm. 

En/cr a DfttiAiif ta and a FiFta* 

DrtiM. MornnTtb ydtt,'^ Master To6l|Ag-^a ineffrf 
day-breaking to your worshlj^. ,' 

Ftfer. A sad head^r«akiiig» I flAicy'; ^Plaguy troii- 
blesome times, |>pther! Bu^ted^ by Ibe opfotita 
party, out of one place, and now waikng till tbey 
come to boflet us out e# aiM>fbtf # WIeiwfiBf tbey do 
come, let me tell you, a man will scaros faavt time to 
get up from bis straw bed, before '1^^ laid down 
again by a long shot bt the enemy, ^We sball be 
popp'd at lij^e a jpai-^pel, of partridnesy riMng from 
stubble. . ,. i 

Drwn. Pshaw I plagtie, , what ^goi^es taking mat* 
ters to heart ? LucPs alf. War s a jchance, vois 
know. If one day's l^d^ anotber^s tlbtter. WlHit 
matters an odd drubbing* or sip ? A soldier shoaki 
aever grumble. 

Ftfer, W^^ ^p\kfa[ ^h and bjbad, nor any 
thing that belongs to ^ c^B^Pt can^ lielp k, Dow 
now, only gi?e your dr^m a good bewng^ and mind 
what a daron'd noise it will make.— -Not grunUai 
when we take so many l^urd knocks f 
« fijiynn. ySo^ to.be sure; etse bow should we bt aUa 
to retlim theta F "^ 

Fifhr. Ay, there stands the case ; we never caa n^ 
turn them. Others can have a blow, and gife a 
blow ; but as for me, and yourself, and Kit Crack- 
cheeks, the trMmpeterj^ 'sbudi tbey may tkamp OS 

c 



from morning to nighty and all the revepge we haYe, 
is — ^Toot-a-toOy rub-a-dub, and tantararara: 

Drum, O fie ! learn to know our consequence bet- 
ter» brother, 1 beseech you. My word for it, we are 
the heros that do all the execution. Who. but. wa 
keep up the vigour of an engagement, and the cou- 
rage of .the sbldiers? F^af,; brothert is-^ for^jf^l the 
world, like your bite of a tarantula ; there's no cvn- 
quering its effects without music. We are of as much^, 
consequence to an army, as wind to a windmill : thii 
wings canH be put in mot^pn without us. _ ,; 

Fifcr\ Marry, tliat's true r and if two armies evei^ 
meet without coming to blqw.s^ nothip^ but oi^r Tib-^ 
sence dan be the occasion of k^ Tbe»f^ly pvay to re- 
ftore harmony is, to take away oiii; ukusic^f 

,. Eiiler a CoRFOftAL ovn/ ^oiiDiSRSL. ', '^ 

Soldier. Come along, my boy»; now^or ther newa<( 
Co^. Siletice! : . -' '' .. i 

Soldiers. Ay, ay-^Silence« ' .; i: 

' Corp. fibld your j^eace,' ther^^and listen to what 
I'm going to inform you — Hem! — AVho am li • 
■ JU Soldiers. Ourcoi^ral I .^ickPuff;*<*^ur oor- 
poral. - ^ ■■'■■. "■.•'■■■'■* 

■C^orp, O ho! am' I 9o2-^then obey orders, jfou 
piQtoQS rascals, and keep your iongues4>etween fthipi 
few teeth the civil war has been civil enough to |«av(if 
ffiu. What! is it for a parcel of pitiful privat^ tq 
gabble • before their superior officer f knbwyourseiyes 
fo^aTsetbf ignorant boobies^ as ybuarfr**asid d/O'iiol 
fbrset that I am at the head of you. 

Vrum. But, pr'ythee; good Misster Corporal, what 
tliewsF ■'..■'•■-.♦ 

Corp. Ay, there it is ; good Mc^er CotporiaU ^9^ ' 

sweet Master Corporal; the news? who is to tell yoii, 

but I ? and what do I ever get by it ? . ' 

*• Fifcr. Come, come, you shall -have our thanks with 

all diir hearts ;—-\ve promise you that r - ^v 
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SMier. Ay, vf, that yon sfaall:— now for it ! 
Corp. Then! — Yon remember your protnisef 
Alt Soldiert. Yet, yn, we do. 
.' C«y. Why, then,' you'll all have your ibroais cut 
before ttMnotrow monung. 

■Ml. Howl : 

. JDrrih. :PdIaw[ ft cBn'l bel 

■Corh. See therf, now! jnatas I expected. — ^Aftct 
a]l r have imputed, marety.for your pleaiure .and 
iKtisfBCtioiii not ffinsn among vou has the gratitude 
toMjr, thank yvtf,- Corponl, K>r your kind informs 
tiW. '■■■ '•■'■-■ .' ■ V 

' IJrt(«.^ Buf;' i« tfe? eniiji/at handr - ■■ ■ 
C^'Vd'mA'Ut. lilSimt'Dnly wfaeti ihef ttUsinefi 
is over with>ht;' im j^liiare dl stiff !a %ib' m&, io 
.me the Cied^ tO,sw,_^(ei;!Ur4^i I^H;a3 the, first that 
told you it'wouT3h^pen. I, Alexander Puff, cor- 
poral 10 King Henry ffle'SiJttti, (Heaven bleas fiim !) in 
bis majesty's camp, at Hexham, in N(iTthunibcr1aTi(). 
F^er: Well, though tfey 5o muster strong, w may 
make Edward^ "parljr"*Kp"ftiT all (hat; it We have 
but justice on dunfde. ; " 

Corp. -WeIli«a-,'Mastrt Wsdere^!-ijaffl(*r ^ff, 
no ! Might overcomes ri^t, now a days, Bult^%e^ 
beHion has'&Tnioit fri^htepeff JiistWfe out of lier wjis,; 
ind.'when she veneres to wdgh^caiiie«|'her'iiaTid 
trembles so ronfoundedly, Alt iialf the merits tumble 
»nt of the scale. 

i .R/*r. BW, still, 1 lay— - ■ ' ' ' , "■ 

' ■C*»'p. Say no rhore — but take care of yourself in 
the battle — that's all. — ^'Sblood ! if the enemy were td 
And your little, dry, taper carcase, pink'd full of 
Tonnd holes, they'd mistake you for your own fife. 
QuT, remetnberthis, myladk: Edward of VotlcbU 
k^n shoved King Henry from his poasessioits, and 
gquatled his own usurping, beggarly gallygaskins, in 
file clean seat of sovereignty; and here are we brava 
fellows, at Hexham, come to place him ou (Ia vn<A- 



of repenteiice. And there's oor king at the head of 
us — and there's his nohle consoity the sword and. 
huckler. Queen Margaret-^and there's the Lord Se- 
neschal of Nonnandy— ^nd the Lord Dake of Somer* 
sei — and the Lord knows who l-^The enemy is at 
band, with a thumping power; so up, courage, and 
to loggerheads we go fnr ft-*-Hiism4 for the Red 
Roses, and the House of Lancaster. 
All. Husia! huzia! husial 



sovo.-— comvoEAL. 



.-V 



Afy tight felkm ioUmhv, premrefm ffmirffm ft. 
fight mm^Jor tht cause ^tkujfdi^ Ikd^Agte ^. 
tfeoerJUilich wUepim live: skiiMymwtmtwSAjfQm 
deaths i.^ c ■ ,'i::;cc 

There's no fear thai foifli ttm^—ftnfU hefjmiieim^^ 

htaH> ■:..■..■.-•■ ..:-,i i.ii 

Then he true to ffour cckwre^ the Lancaeten cimc^..^.: 
JimI the Imrel etUwinawith ike jolty Bed Soee. ■ -.' \ 

Choms. Then be ttkef ^. 

He nhofoUomefer honour the drum and iAeJ^. 
May perhaps have the luekio^getkanourjor i^fss 
/§nd he whoyfor money, makes ^hting htsfraae^ 
Let htm now face the foe, h^tt be handsomely paid. 

Then be true, S^c, 



'SQ 






The fight fairly done, my brave boys if the bMe, 
ffow well talkf o'er our a^, (f the hffvpsk veve MMb t 
fjom vieU talk, if we once kill a caj^ain or ttoo, > ,mxi 
Of a hundred morefellaws^ that noMy knfw. 
Then my tight fellow soldiers prepe^re for your foes* 
4nd the kur^entwiae with the ioUy Red Rase. >.; m 

[Exeuat^^ 



. .J 
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8CBWX III. 



Outiide of the Jlo^al Tgnt. 

Enter Fool. 

tool.. Queen Margaret has sheltered me from the 
feltiog^ of' fortune^ this many a year. Now the 
pelting hat damaged my shelter; bat still I stick to 
IL Mope simpleton i 1— to stand, like a thin-clad 
•kiobyy in a hard shower, under an unroofed pent- 
kome. Truly, for a fool of my experience, I hava 
but little wisdom : and yet a camp suits well with my 
humour} take assay the fighting — the sleeping, in a 
field — the bad fare — the long marches, nnd the short 
pay — and a soldier's is a rare merry iife. — Here come 
two more musterers — troth we have need of then^-^ 
•/or, considering the goodness of the causey they drop 
in as sparingly as mites into a poor s box. 

Mnter Aj>KLiVE and GuEQOtLYm . 

Adeline. Tremble not now, Gregory, for yoarlif«f ! 
* Gregory. Lord, madam, that is the only tbioB \ do 
tremble for: if I had as many lives as a cat^ tmast 
bomw a tenthf I . fancy, to carry me eat of this 
place. 

Adeline. Pooh I pr'ythee — we are here amor.; 
friends. Did you not mark the courtay of tke c^zr 
tinels; who, upon signifying our iiitaliiH^ bid ■:* 
pats on, till we. should find a leader, to whom ^^ 
might tender our services ? 

Gregory, Ah! and there he is, Iuppoee. 'I mi*' 
$ng to the JFooi..]; Mercy on us I Uka 

c3 
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ing feHow — ^hit ceat has been so peppered with mus* 
ket shot Id the wars, that 'tit patch'd from tlie very 
top to the bottom. 

Addine. Tut, tut, man I yonr fears have made yoa 
blind; this motley gentleman's occupation has no- 
thphg terrible in it, I'll answer for it — we will accost 
him. How now, fellow? 

FooL How now, fool ? 

Adeline. What, sirrah ? call you me fool ? 

Fool. Taith may], sir; when you call me fellow. 
Hail to you, sir, you are very well met. Nay you 



« number of rich relations. 

Adelme. Why do you follow the camp, Ibol ? 

Fool. For the same reason -that a blind begg^ M^ 
lowshil dog; — though it may lead mo where my 
neck may be broken I can't get on in the world with- 
out iU ¥00, sir, J take if^^rccome, like me, to 
shoot your bolt at the enemy ? . 4 

Adeline^ I come, partly, indeed, among other poiv 
poses^, to offer my weak aid to the army. 

Fool, Yonr weakness, sir, acts marvellously wisely : 
you'll be the clean^havedf Nestor of the regiment. 

Adelim*. If I could find your leader, I would 
vouch, too, for the integrity of this my follower, to 
be received into the ranks. 

Gregory, Oh no, you need not put yourself to the 
trouble of vouching for me. 

FO0I. Right; for your knave, when great folks 
have occasion for him, is received with little inquiry 
into his character. Marry, let an -honest man laok 
their assistance, and starving stares him in the face^ 
Cor want of a recommendation. 

Adeline. Lead us to your General, and you ehall 
be well remember'd by me. 

■ Fool. Why, -as to a General^ I can stand yda in 
little stead; but if such a siQnplo tbi^g as • Qutcb 
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can content you, I am your only man : for beins 
a proper fellow, and a nuge tickler up of a lady^ 
fancy, I may chance to push your fortune as for as 
another. Truly, you fell into good hands when you 
stumbled oQ' me. [Flourish.] Stand back« here 
comes royalty. ' "" 

Enter Qubbn Margaret, Dukb of Somerset, 
La Varevve, Seneschal of Norh ah dt, vnti 
KNiQprs and Soi«dibrs, from the Tent, 

Som. Here, if it please you, madam, well debate. 
Our tented councils but disturb the Kiogy 
And braak his pious meditations. « 

Marg. True, Duke of Somexset; for some there 



Who, idly slretch'd upon the bank of life, 

Sleep till lh€ stream runs dry.—- I«^t not vexatious, -r 

That frolic nature, as it were, in mockery. 

Should in the rough, and lui^y mould of manhood,! 

Encrust a feeble mind !— *Well, ^upon me 

Must rest the load of war.— Assist me, then. 

Ye powers of just revenge ! fix deep the 'memory -; 

Of injured majesty ! heat my glowing fancy 

With all the glittering pride of high dominion ; .: 

That, when we meet the trailers who usurp it, 

My breast shall swell with manly indignation, 

And spur me on to enterprise. r 

La Far. Oh ! happy 
The knight who wields his sword for such a mistress* 
I cannot but be proud I When late, in Kormandy, 
Your grace demanded succour of my countrymen, 
And beauty in distress shone like the sun 
Piercing a summer^s cloud — then — then was I 
The honour'd cavalier a royal lady 
Chose, from the 6ow«r of our nobility. 
To right her cause, and punish her oppressors. 

Marg. Thanks, La Vareoae ; our cause is bound 
to you I . ■ ' 
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Apd my particular boii4 of obligaUon 

Is stamp'dy my lord^ with the. warm seal of gratitude, 

Vo^rsis aihi^h and gallant spirit,. lord ! 

Impatient of inaction| even in peace 

It manifests i^s owner : for, . 1 found you. 

In fertile France, (that nurse oT courtesy) 

Our sex's foremost champion; — in 'the tournament 

Bearing away the prize^ that you might lay it ; 

At some fair lady's feet : thus, in rehearsal, 

Training the martial mind tp feats of chivalry ; 

That, when occasion call'd for real, service, 

It ever was found ready — witness the troops 

You lead to action.— |§ay, lords, think you not ' 

That these, our high-bred Normans, mingled with * 

Our hardy Scottish friends, like fire in flin^, * 

Will, whei\ the jron band of battle, strikesi 

Produce such hot and vivid sparks of valour. 

That the pale House of York, aghast with, fear, ' ^^ 

Shall pensb in the flame i t. rashly kindled ? 

La Far, No doubt,, no doubt ! 
'Would that the time were come, whep our .bright 

, swords » 

Shall end the contest! Since I pledged myself 
To fight this cause, delay's as irksome to me, 
As to ihe. mettled boy, contracted to 
The nymph he burns for, when cold blooded age 
Procrastinates the marriage ceremony. 

Marg, The time's at hand, my lord ; the enemy. 
Hearing of succours daily flocking to us. 
Is marching;, as I gather, towards our camp^— 
Therefore, good Seneschal, look to our troops : 
Keep all our men in readiness ; — ride thro' the ranks, 
And ch^er the soldiery. — Come, bustle, bustle. 
Oh ! well not fail, 1 warrant! — How now, sirrah ? 
How came you here ? [To tie Fool. 

FooL Willy nilly, madam, as the thief came ta 
the gallows. I am a , modest .guest here, madam, 
with a poor stomach for fighting, ^nd need a deal 
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of pressing before I fall to. When Providence made 
plutnb^y it did wisely to leave roe out of the num- 
ber; for. Heaven knows, I take but little delight 
in lead : but here are two who come to traflSc in 
that commodity. [Potali to Adeline aJtc^GBEOORT. 

Marg. How ^nean you, sir ? What are these 
men ? 

FooL Swelling ipiritBy nmdam, with shrunk for* 
tanes, as I take it ;— -as painful to the owners, as 
your goofy leg in a tight boot : but if a man's word 
be not taken in the world, he^s forced to come to 
Mows fo keep up a repCitation. Poverty without spi- 
rit lets i^ the frost upon him worse than a crazy 
porta! at Cluristmas; so here are a couple of warped 
doors in the foul weather of adversity, madam, who 
want to be listed, 

Marfu. I never saw a youth of belter promise : 
But say, young man, serve you here williDgly 
In these our wars ? [Tq Ai>Bf.i«K. 

,. jAdeline, Yes, madam, if it please you \ 
Ahd, if my youth should lack ability, 
I do beseech you, let my honest will 
Atone for its defect r — ^yet I wjlJ say — 
And yet I would not boast — that a weak boy 
May show you that he is zealous in yo""" ««'^'^^ * 

For tho' but green in years, alas! »"'**^''''!;"S world 
Has. sorely wrung my heart !-and the proud worW, 
(I blush for't, while I utter iiW must know 
What 'tis to suffer, ere its thoughtless b^»^ 
Callous in happiness, can warm with i^ • 
For others in distress. 

Marg. Poor youth! I pity thee. 
And for thy willingness, ^vhich I e^^^^ 
In fnendly workmg more than if *^ - u*^. ' 
The strength of Hercules to nerve our v-^^ 
Should the just Heavens smile on ovrjr > , 
I will hot, trust me, youth, forg«» '^ 



filler a MksftimaXRv 

Now the news I 

Mfis, The eoeny approaches. Oa the bhhr- -^ ^:; 
Of the next iMll, rising n, short milc^'Bejfeey ' ^.: 

Their coloan wave.^ - -- - :-''"/- 

La For. Now then for the isstie ! ^ ^ ''^^ 

. Jfor^. Ha!— So near! Who ii^ l^leaii'^r 
• power? • ; -^ ■• .iV-: . "^i-, -.. _ 

, Jdess. The Marquis of Montague^ so "^Mife 

Majesty*. ■ ■ - ■" ''' * ■ ^i> ^^^ "p 

. Iforg. TheQ he shalt find tti'<i<8fly.-^Nl^ir,\_ 
.■ iords! '. " * lo-'/i^ v^A v^^t^ 

Remember, half our hopes rest on ilff^fHM€ii*^ 
$ome one preparai the King, * /jn >^i' - v; t'iJ 

If on the border . ? inrj \j. .<- rt 

Of England, here,-wft tat but bbl^ thrbOlih'^' ^ ^ 
Xh$ Uoops opposed;tb ihtercept o«f^]^asi&gi^y - * - ^ 
The afterwotk M>easy ;-*- '^ '" 

Wher^sjhyyo«iigson:|**-ibew» likea rolling fldodP'' 
Ti>|tonce has bMceits mound^ Well pour'iip6n ' f; 
The affrighted country, siweepi^g alibefdni- "« ^ ^ 
Our flood of power, tilt we}f)en<9trate ' '} 

Tha veiy heart on'fc**-^* > - '^ 

Go^ broig ^bo' Prmce of Waltat -^ Now,-- li^Hiti 
' /. . soldiers,-'-.-' I ; , -■::: •' -■' ■" a^ii^i 

Fight lustily to-day^ apd aU'lh^ w!«t ' ' -• ^ * »-^ :' 
Is sport ^nd holiday. ''■■ ' ' • ' ''^'^£ 

Enter an OrriCEtt tiitk the^'yaiihg 'Pkiiicif^^*^^ 

My son!— my boy. -' ' ' Vl' . '* - 

Coqie to thy molfaer'B bo^m I -H^IU^ilj wlo^ttt^^d 
The anxious workings of ia parentVheair^^' • "^ 
Knows «hat 1 feel for «faeef$ Alas h-alas ! ' ' '^ -^ : 
k g|ac«es jna aaie to» h^ tbttf h^l:^^ f l^jiicbUd^h > 



The rough, unkindly blasts of pitiless' war 
Suit not thy tend«^ yWts. — * 

Prince, Why, mother^ j^^.-*!-: - (j ^'-^ 

Mustn't J^be A MtldierJ Afid 'lis* ti«ie ^ - 
I should begin my exercise^^^^by and-bye ^ ' -^ 
Twill be too late to learn — and ye€ I-wisb ' '^ 

That I were bigger now, for your lake^ Aotber. 

Marg^ :WJiky» boy I . 

Prince. Oh! you know well enough^ lor all your 

jDo mu' thinK, if I were strong enough to- fight, 
rdUet^^uue 'raw-boned fellows plague you sot "^ 
'M(arg, My sweet, brave boy !--Come, lords, and' 

Let us go cheerily to work I :lf woman, -^ 

In who;^ w®^ yieldinj breast, nature puts forth 
Her softest composition, can.s^ake off 
HeridUfearsy — wh^t'may not you perform t ' 

And you shall see me ^w, steel'd by th' occastoi^ ^ 
So far unsex myself, that tho'.grim. death - 
(Breaking the pale of time) shall stride the field, 
With slaught'roiB 8tep,-T-and, prematurely, plange 
His dar^t ia ,Y?g9roiis Jboj^mis, .till tberearlh . "< 
Is purple-dyed in gore — st-ill will I stand 
Fix'd as the oak, when tempests sweep the fomt*^ 

?ul;^ j^ill, one woman's fear^one t0udi of natore, ^ 
ugs at my heartstrings — ^'tis for thee, my bhild I 
— Oh ! may the 'Wbite-tfobed angel, - ^ 

That watches over baby innocence. 
Hear a fond mother's prayer, and in the battle 
Cast h}s prQtactipft maotle roiind theel-^Oo— ^ 
Away: :: • . '-^ ' "-: . ' [Egit. 

Gregory. I shall never know how to^set about thk 
bjdMess Aain^piil niponi ■■• Of ^U the sports of ll^ 
field, I nevejR went a maa abating before in my li£ec 
•^ and, yet; when Ihtt hrdyi '.with the brass bason oil 
ker hcnd^Jtb^na.ta'iidb; big^Ub«fla'<itaiwand'g|o% 
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about one, th»t<^-ffad ! J l^egiii to. tJuok itU cmmie ; 

— ^for I don't know how io deicribe it; imd. never 

felt any thing like it before I4krw^} JSfUBs! 

no it eVt — if it is, my courage if of a jp^^gfir- tjfi^ 

nature ; for the very sound of a battle nas throwii 

me into a perspiration. Ok I ■iY')>oor..iBi8tfeiA 

man I- Oh! I wish we were.ai hon^, and I was 

comfortably laid up in our dliimp girreti #ith it' fine 

twinging fit of the rheumatism. [Huaa^] Mifcy 

on us ! — ^here's a whole posse, too, coming tlie Mher 

way. i:m in for it ! but, if th'eM fi tmn Ouq^ 

the protecting mantle they iklVd Hf I Ijttj^^tb a 

pure large one ; and there'll be room en^rfigh to lap 

up me» and my mistress in' the tail dtft- ^ - " ^Esii. 

■ ' ■■ ■% 

< ■■ « r ■ .' .■ . • * 

■• 'JU ■ . . 
8CEKS IV« 

' j .-.I - I ', . .. ■ 

Tie FUUL 



Enter La YAt^ziHv Mffollowd hff ike Foot, 

La Far. Death and shame ! 
Ar;e theae the rough, and hardy northern nriH>i 
That wvre to back my Normans? Wby^ they fiy, 
Like skimming shadows, o'er a Mountain's Milei 
Chased by the sun. 

Fool. True ; the heat of the battle ie toojslmi( 
for their cold constitutions. 
. La Far. Here, sirrah, take this token to the 

King:— 
Go with your utmost speed : ei^rpnt Um, fiMckly, 
To bring his forces in reserve. Thie effort 
Restores, drl^ills, our hope.-^Yirt 111 fighrt all out; 
VH shak^ tkcie piUaia of ttMi Wkitt-faea HoMa 
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Till the wliole frailding totten, tho' its foil 
Should crush me in the ruins. [Exit. 

FooL Well saidy Sampson ! — ^that's a bold fellow, 
and I%i on his sicfe. Red roses for ever ! 

Eaier a 8ou>ixfty of ike Wkitt Rote Party, 

.. ..iJoiUkr. Now, feUoWy speak! tell me who you 

.J^tfor*. 

.: JEW* Manry, will I, very willingly, l^ay canst 
ji^i^lfho bas the best of the battle f 
c ., JSojtfier. The White Rose, to be sure : we are the 

. y,/foot. Than)(. you, friend: pass on — I'm on your 
side. [£ari^ Soldier.] A low clown,^ now, might 
stagger at this shifting; but your true, court-bred 
fool, always cuts the cloth of bis conscience to the 
£uhion of the times. [Exit. 

Enter Gbegort md ADfiLiNE, hastily, 

Gregory. Run, run, mada\n ! follow a blockheadV 
advice, and run, or 'tis all over with us. 

AdeliMt. Whither shall I fly ! Fatigue and de- 
spair so wear and press me, I scarcely know what 
course to take. 

. Gregory, Take to your legs, madam ! Get on now, 
Of we shall- sever be able to get off. Come, my 
dear, good, I^dy Adeline ! Lord 1 Lord ! only to 
see now, what little resolution people have, that 
;<.- tbey c^n'Ml<0:^vay when there's danger. [Shoitt,"] 
Plague on your shouting ! Since they must make 
soldiers of;Uft-rthe;lig)it troops against the field, say I ! 

[ExU^ runnings follimed by ADEtiKX. 
Alarfn"-^koi^^and Retreat somided, 

■ ■ ■ I 
*-4r« -s, -.v j -'i •/ <: 2, 

V 
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6pcn dnififrif. 

litter /Ae Marquis oF.AfovTi^afj^vJ&g^l^OiT, «ju( 
. o^ibr USMJi ^ the WI^K^ jfof^ S<ai>iftas9 
4-c. ■ "■■' ". ■■■"■ ^ .. -r 

• ' oura. V:;'^t ^ '«;<"•- ^ •* . ; " > 
The scattered Roefes of (ke tiilii^eh> . ' 

]A^6lllUneof Oite^dflfeat.: 1^^^^ ^%9&^AiSe& ' '" 
&lj^»i^jKing Edward !— Say, has any friend 
Made Henry sure ? 

Egbert. He ii escaped alone, my lord! and 
Margaret, .. _...-=- - ' 

Who, with her little son, went, hand in hand, 
Hovering about the field, with anxious hope, 
£v'n to the very last ; }^ken ^ke fe^ceived 
•Her lirtes broke'thro^—her troops almost dispersed^^r- 
%he hung upon her boy, in silent anguish, 
Till the big tear dropt in his lily neck : - 
Tben^ kissing him, as by a sudden impulse, 
Which mothers f<^l; she sna|;eb'd.hini;lp ||(er4«Qifp%^ 
AhdFded with hej* young trea^iir^ in her arms :- 
Nature so spoke ih% that our very soldiers 
Were soften'd at the scene, and^ duU'd, with pity. 
Grew sluggish in punuit. 

Mont. WelVJl^^. th^0)t g<l>^-* ■ :*:: > .\ i^y^ ^ 
Their cai^ k) lli^^.i^CQiBO :^ W^h^^^d 'sickly. 
That, tho' the ^4.«j|a»t, i9:frf9t.ft«sfc«ibohk^ 
They will want lif»^t9^^Ut«%TrTliieJi>«iiou8e, 






(Once strong and ini^hty,) like a a palsied Hercules, 
Must, now, lament it has outlived its powers. — 
Meantime, as we return, in pride of conquest, ' 
Let us impress the mind; of Englishmen 
With new-won glories of the House of York. 
Strike drum !-^Sound trumpet ! — Let the air be rent. 
With high an^ martial songjs of victoiy. 

* " 

ORAKD CHORUS. 

Marsy withfwry-ddrting ej/Cf 

Leading o^r triumphant chorus^ 

And hark ! the^^i^rk^.^tumv andj^i's shrill tone^ 
With hvm^fq^ vwift* tf/i^jf, prodaimihi day our awn. 

.♦" L ■ "■■ '.'■' 
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Jt-e&tCf in Hexham Forest; m. wUfi JIobbers are 

diseoveredf drjMAng, : 



.— ■ .' 



""• ' "' '" OLID GLXE, AND OLD WORBS. 

When Arthur first, in comrt^hegn 
^^ r : To itear hng haHginj^-fUe^i ^ 
! He entertained three wiviig-Wi^ 
:: . And all qfthem v^e Mfetrti* 

d2 ' 
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7%ejlht»em»mlfkkmm, 
Tit th^ fe — • jrrfiiwM, 
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nfcf /] iiiiiii,AgfcwrflTniLliRl, 

r&r 5aie fae^ d^, cdU AfaMifi ; 

Jnd made kit mamtk Hkt m mome iruK 
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ViqnebaMgk kurai tie Irubmaa, . Vk 

lie :ictit wot iru^d im mit; -? > 

Tke iFeUmm kaimefkm bMtdM^dhUh m 

mouse, v'l :^'C\T 

Bat ke pmffd ker aa hf ike imL 
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1 Rob, Sang like true aad noble boys of pfahdeil 
hn't this frec^bnothig sptnt, noir, better chad leading 
a cowardly Kfe of mosty regularity f Honesty is ^ 
scarce and tender commodicyy tbai perishes almost. as 
soon as it appears: — the rich naa is not kodwtl to 
have It, for fornine has never pat him to the test ; and 
the poor hlocfchead, that boasts ob% dies for hunger 
in proving it. 

H Rob. Right ; it is bat a fever hi the blood, that 
soon kills the patient if it be not expelled. — I had the 
fever, once. 

4 Rob, And what was yonr core foi^t ? 

2 Rob, Starring. Ever while you live, starve yo^r 
fever: — when honesty b your case, oaly call in pover- 
ty as physician, and the disease soon yields to his pra- 
scriptions. 

1 Rob, Pshaw ! plague on your physic ? aren't are 
taking our wine in the full vigour of roguery ? This 
it is [Holding ike Boiite,] that gives coarage to poor 
knaves to knock down rich fools, in the forest ; — -just 
as it gives rich fooh spirits to sally forth, and break 
poor knaves' heads, in the toWn. Come, as I'm Lieute- 



luuit, and our Captaioit prowling, l^tV to tminess : 
— read over the list of our yesterday's booties. 

2 jRo6. Agreed ! . but,- first, one more round ; one 
kealth ; one general healthy and then we'll to't« 

1 Rob, Here it is then — here's a short, little, snug, 
general health, tkit hits, most humours i it suits your 
soldier, your tithe parson, your lawyei^your politician, 
just as well as your robber. 

AIL Now for it. ■,>■.■ [AU rise. 

I Rob. Plunder ! [Drinks. 

All. Plunder! . , , .^ [AU drink. 

1 Rob, And now for the list. 
<^ 3 Rob. [Reads.] Htxkam, Foresl^ May 14^^, 1462. 
Takaiyfrom a mgU lady^ on a pad nagydetjen poundSf 
four groats^ and a portmanteaud — Ske semwt mar'- 
vellousfy /Tightened, and whispered thinks^ prvoately, for 
ktr de&ery. . \s 

1 Rob., No uncommon case-Hlbf^ isn't the first jsin- 
gle lady who has been delivered, and whimpered 
thanks lor it in private. 

2 Rob. From a Scotfihlaird, on his way from Lo^ 
4on to Invemess^-b^ Philip Thunder: iu gloves; the 
whole provision far hts journey, viz. ant cracked angel, 
and two sticks <f brimstone. 

1 Rob. Who has his'hprse ? 

2 Rob. No one ; the Scotch l^jrd travelled on foot. 
From a pair of justices of the peace, a foundered mare, 
a black gelding, two doublets, and a hundred maris im 
gpld-^tkey were tied back to back ;— 

1 Rob. Good 1 It -is but righti that they, who bind 
over so many, should at last, be boupd over th^piselvcs; 
and a wise thief is ever bound in justice to put |k 
foolish justice in binding. 

2 Rob. Back to l^ck, .and hoodwifiked-rr-They were 
left, lamenting theirfatet in thefqre^ 

1 Rub.' Lunent ! i>=vil|4;iQs J7--Tq .be ii) the ^com- 
mission of the'peace^And not knpw. tbat Justice should 
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always be bliad. iUnry^ a good day f Are there any 
more? 

f Au6. Only ft fat friar, who wai half plundered, 
and saved himself by Aigbc 

1 I6j6. The better fortune his. Few fkt friars, I 
fancy, hare the lock to be saved. What did he yield I 

e Rnb. The rope from his middle^ a bottle tf Back 
from kis 6osa«, aid a iimk ofkog*s ptddtKgiy pttlkd oui 
of kis iefi sitcve. 

1 Rob. Gad a mercy, friar ! For the sack, and the 
nosages, they shall be shaied, merrily, among ns; 
and for the rope, — hum ! — come, we won't think of 
that, now. [A Hom womd hwfy,] Hark ! tbere\ our 
Captain's horn ! — ^"faith, for one who, I suspect is mar- 
ried, he chuses an odd signal of approach. 

2 Rob, Nay, though he may be married, he's no 
milksop ; and, I warrant him, when he*s on-duty, and 
robbing among us, he quite forgets his wife, as an 
honest man should do. He has joined us but a short 
time, yet, egad, he heads us nobly! He'll pluck you 
an hundred crowns from a rich fellow's pocket, with, 
one hand, and throw his share of them into a hungry 
beggars hat, with the other. But, here he comes. 

EfUer GoMDiBfiRT. 

All, Hail, noble Captain ! 

Gomdi. How now, my bold and rugged companions ! 
What has been done in my absince? 

i Rob, Oh, sir, a deal of business — We have been 
washing down old scores, and getting vigour for new. 
We have had a cup fur every breach of the law we 
have committed. Marry, sir, ours is a rare cellar, 
to stand such a soaking. 

Gondi, Now then, to a business of greater import. 
I have bt^n lurking round the camp, here, on the 
skirls of the ton^st. The parties have met, and a hot 
battle ensued. It was a long time fought with such 
stubbom courage, that, as 1 stood ob^^rving it, the 
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ifnrit of war, pent tip within me/had vneW nigh bwst 

my breast.; — Twenty times, I was at the point df 

breaking froth tny shelter, and joining combat. But 

I am pledged to you, my fellows ; — that thought re- 

itrained me. 

' 9 Ro&. -O, noble Captain! — but who has con- 

^ered? 

Otmdi. Ay, there it is: — ^'sdoath and fury, my 
blood boiled to see it ! The sleek, upstart rascals, cut 
through the ranks as if— oh ! a plague on their well 
feeding l--^Wc had carried it else, all the world to 
nothing-! 

2 Rob. We! why what is it to us who has the day? 
Do but tell us Who* 

Gondi. I had fergot. The Lancasters arc defeated, 
their soldiers routed, and many of their leaders dis- 
persed about the country. Some, no doubt, are in 
the forest. Usurping war never glutted on a richer 
banquet. 

1 Rob* Why, it seems to have been a pretty feast j 
and, the best on't is, -now 'tis over, we shail come in 
for the picking of the bones. 

Gmtdu It may be so. You all, I know, will ex- 
pect a rich booty; and they whom we shall meet will, 
probably, from the unsettled nature of the tiroes, bear 
their whole wealth about their persons: — but they 
are brave, and have been oppressed; — disappoint- 
ment, therefore, and their situation, may cause them 
to fight in their defence, like heros. 

.2 Rob. Nay, an they fight like devils, the/ll find 
we can match them in courage. Put me to any proof 
you please, and they shall soon find me a mau- 

Gondi. Then, prove it, friend, by pity for the untoi u 
nate. Belitve me, comrades, he has Httle better to bou.. 
than a brute, who cannot temper his cowr^g^ wuh t^„, 
ing. And, now, as our expedition is »' »»"^' *^* ^-^i* 
of you observe my orders. If there be auy wLo., ^^ 
peaxance denotes a more than cominua buu., a*ai 
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him with due respect, ftnd conduct hinv to n^ cafe. 
As to the plunder (which our wild life obliges us to 
exftct from the way-worn passenger) on this occasiool 
pr'y thee, good comrades, take sparingly, and use yatH 
prisoners generously. -^ 

4 Rob, [Half aside, and fMHurmgi] 'Shiood ! thtf 
captain of ours had better take to the pulpit than tbtf 
mad. If he must preach so plaguily about geaerosky, 
he might, at least, pay for it out of his own pocket. 

Gomdi^ Who's he that dares to mutter? Come forthi 
thou wretch ! Thus do I punish mutiny, and presump^ 
tion. [PulU kirn dovmj and holds his Sword ooer imL 

4 Rob. Oh, mercy ! good Captain,.niercy ! ^ 

Gondi, Well, take it, though thou desenrest noae; 
and learn from this, thou poor, base reptile I how to 
show mercy to others whom fortune placet in thj 
power; Now, friends, all to your posts. I sh^ gi 
forth alone. You have your orders, and I know you 
will obey them strictly. The night steals on us apace; 
and the angry clouds, threatning a storm, add to the 
awful gloom of the forest. Away, boys I and be steady^ 

1 Rob. As rocks, Captain. Come, bullies ! all to 
your duties. Keep your ears, and lose your tongues. 
Listen, ID silence,- for the tread of a. passenger; and, 
when he 8 near enough, spring upon him, like to maxiy 
cats at a mouse hole. 

CATCH. 

m 

" Buz, quoth the blue-fly.'' 

Lurk o*er the green-^word ; 

Mum let U8 be: — 
Lurky and mum's the word. 
For you and me I 
Thro^ the brake, thro* the wood, prowl, prowl arovkd! 
We watch the foot tteps, with ears to the ground. 

Ears to the ground. 
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Sk Here is another moment snafch'd—'a short 

one— 
To commune with myself :--»yety wherefore, think ? 
Why court consuming sorrow to my bosom. 
Which, like the nurs'ling pelican, drinks the blood 
Qf its fend cherisher ? 

Why rather should not turbulence of action 
Sh^ke off ihe tax of tyrannous remembrance f 
1*19 not the mere^and actual suftoring, 
Thutboodi'tiie «oble spirit to the earthy 
AlKluvacks the proud heart's chord • — The prisoner, 
¥Rll»e:liByerish limbs, for many a long, long year, 
No 8umiki?shreese.has fanned, might btill be patirnt, — 
ptdolioi'-mncmbrance, yoked with cursed compari- 

Stiter:hi»iJbiageon walls, and conjure up 

Tht) slmdows of past joys ;— then, thought on thought, 

like molteti lead, run thro' the wretch's brain. 

And burning fancy mads him. — Hence, Hemcm* 

. France I 
How baneiiil art thou to me, when this course 
Most be thy antidote ! I'll thro' the forest, 
And seek ibese wanderers. — Fell necessity, 
And the rude band that I am link'd withal, 
Bemand that 1 should prey on them : — yet, stilli 
My heart leans to them, tho' their fktal cauM 
Has shorn me to the quick : — for them I fled 

My home, my dear loved Oh, piace, Gondibert! 

Touch not that string!— If J must think, I'll think 
That Heaven one day may smile. [£*»*• 
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Grtmy, GeDtW, good Qiadam ; ,ge9tly*„.I^I^ 
loTC of coma ! WLer^ is it you xjieaifk^io gp 5 j^^'^, ' . 



AdeBne. Even where chance ;slif^n.c^fiy ^ihp^^^Q' 

Gregory. Taitb, madam, ao^-if chancq,woi^y;pAn} 

lu, it would be doin^ us a gre^j^vcuiriu'/pir V^^i^^ 

walked far enough^ in i^U conscience/.,. ^. ,/.«..\.p 

Adeline. Then, here, my good jrellbii(« wenuistjr^t 

ourselves. ..'.""." \.,..,^ .'.^j.'!! 

Gregory B Here ! ^hat in the wood ? and liigiil com- 
ing on! ■ . - • \ 

Adeline. Good faith even here !— here, for necj^j 
demands it, we must pass the night: and, iijth'e.oiprn- 
iogs the ring-dove, coping to its mate, wijl wake, us 
to our journey homeward.. ' This is a retifeali w^i^e 
biit the mind at ease, a king might well repose in. 

Gregory. It roost be Ring Nebuchadnezzar th'ejii : 
if wc haven't some of his grass-eating qualities, we 
shall find ourselves badly off fur a supper. . *tjs.ten 
to one, too; but we may wander her^ for 4 week^ 
without finding our way out again. J 

Adeline. Oh ! this world ! this world ! I am weary 
on't ! 'Would I had been some villager! — 'twere well, 
now, tn be a shepherd's boy — he has no cares — b]|\t 
while his sheep browse on the mountain's side, .witQ 
vacant mindT-bappy in ignorance — be sinks to sleep) 
p^erf^uiopiod.wiA.heaYen, and mak^s the turf his pitr 
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Oregory, Yes, bat he has plagny damp sheets, for 
all that. Vd exchange all the turf and sky in the' 
county, for a gpod warm barn and a blanket ; and as 
for the cooing doves, I would not give a crack'd tester 
for a forest full of them ; unless 1 could see some of 
thcdr clawt stuck up through the holes of a brown pie- 
crust. 

' Adtlme, Fie ! Gregory ; be content, be content. 
Tbiak that we are -happy in this forest, in having 
thus etaaped the eaem/s fire, and be grtfleful in the 
change, = 

- Gregory, Why, we are out of the fire, to be sure ; 
but, make the best on't we can, we are still in the ' 
fryik^ipaa. And stftrving is one of those blessings for' 
whicn pedple are not very apt to be thankful. But 
we havie escaped killing; so Til e'en be cobtent, as 
long as there is comfort in comparison. I stumbled* 
over a fat trumpeter in the field, stript and plundered,* 
with his skin full of bullets. Well, 1 am thankful yet 
— ndne is a marvellous happy lot, to be better than a' 
dtead trumpeter ! 

^ddiijie. Truce now, (jrregory; and consider how ' 
we can best dispose ourselves here,' till the morning. ' 

Oreeory. Nay, there's no need of much considera*' 
tion; weieVlittl6 distinction of apartments here, ma- 
dam : we shall both sleep on the ground floor — and 
our lodgiags will be pure and airy, I warrant them. ' 

Adeline, Peace, fool ! nor let thy grosser mind, 
half fears, half levity, thus trifle with ray .feelings ! I 
have borne me up against affliction, till my over- 
charged bopom can contain no longer. 

Gregory, O the father ! look if my poor dear lady 
be not a Weeping! — why, madam — Lady Adeline — 
dear madam ! I am but a fool as you say ; but Fm as 
honest and as faithful as the greatest knave of theiii' 
alU--and haven't I sighed, sobbed, fasted, fought,' and' 
rim Away, to show yoti that I would stand by you to- 
the last f and haven't I- 
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JdeltMe. Pr^ythee, no niore> Gregory ! bc«r with 
my pettishneu— for, now mnd tiico, the tongue of don 
appointment wiU needs let fall aome of the acid diopt 
which miiery sprinkles the heart withal. 

Gregory. Now must 1 play the comfitfter^ Why, 
lord, madaniy I think, when a body conea to be otad 
to it a little, this forest must be a sweet, dingy, retiiady 
gloomy, pleasant sort of a place ; — besides, wkatTtone 
night ? sleeping bears it out— and Fll warrant us wcU 
find such snug delicious beds of dry leaves, tliat-*' 
[Hard shower^ 'Sbud ! no ! — 1 lie — it rains iifce all 
the dogs and cats in the kingdom — there won't be a 
dry twia left, large enough to shelter a CQck«chafer*— 
we shall both be sopped here, like two toasts in a tan- 
Urd— [TkmMkr, 

Adeluu. Why, why should fortune sport with a 
weak woman thus! why, fickle goddess, wanton at boys 
in ftiddy cruelty, torture a silly fly before you kill it} 
Gregorjf, 'Faith, madam, for that matter, I am but 
a blue-bottle of fortune's myself; and, thoi^jh sorrow 
is dry, they say, this is a sort of soaking it does net 
care to be moistened with. If it would rain good bar- 
rels of ale, nuw, sorrow would not so much mind 
being out in the storm. [Thunder ogam,] No; sorrow 
would be disappointed there too: this rumbling is 
enough to flatten the finest beer shower, a man would 
wish to take a whet in. — Lud ! lud ! madam ! let's 
get out ou't, if there's a hollow tree to be found. 

[TinmAr. 
Adeline, The thunder rolls awful on the ear, and 
strikes the soul with terror. The fdunderer, too, per- 
haps catching the sulphurous flash, explores hii 
wretched prey, and stalks to midnight mufder. 

Gregory. Mercy on us, madam, don't talk of that I 
*-now I think on't, if we were to pick and chuse, for 
a twelvemunth, we couldn't have pitched upon a more 
convenient place to be knocked dowA nu Shekel I 
dear madam ! shelter^ 
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A4eUM€. Is it thus you stand by me, Gre^ry ? I, 
at least, koped you had valour enough \6 — 

(RoBBBRS appear behiady and slowly advance. 

Gregory, £xBClly enough; but not a ihorsel to 
spant. So we'll e'en look out for a place of safety. 
Not. that I'm afraid though. — Stand by you? — egad, 
ifihalf a doien, now, of stout, raw-boned fellows were 
tOidarBrtumulestyou, I would make no moreof wbip- 
pVif^ this [Draxbing his Sword J] through their dirty 
liuig|iiilhan 1 would o f 
,1^ ■./, [Robbers surround Adelixe and Gregout. 

iKvk. Stand! 

Gn^iry. O mercy! mercy! I'm as dead a man as 
ever 1 was io my life. [Drops his Steord, and falls. 

AdduiCi Heavens! when will my miseries end! 
S(peak, friends, what would you have ? 

1 Rob. What yon have. 

Addine* If it is our lives you seek, thry arc so care 
woniy that in resigning them, we part with that which 
is scarce worth the keeping. 

Gregory. Tis very true indeed. Pray don't take 
thcon, gentlemen ; — they'll do you no kind of good. 

^ Rob. Peace ! 

1 JRob. Marry, a well favoured boy. Say, youth| 
whence came you, and whither bound ? 

'Adeline. I scarce know whither; but I came far 
inland ; sent by my father to the wars ; his sword the 
sole inheritance his age can leave me. This man, a 
faithful servant of our cottage, in simple love has fol- 
lowed me. 

1 Rob. Well, youth; be of good cheer — He who 
has little, has little to lose ; and a soldier^s pocket is 
seldom much lighter for emptjring. Come; you must 
both with us — bring them to our captain's cave. 

[Eseuni First and FouRni Robber. 

Gr^ry. Oh lud ; oh lud ! Dear, good, swcr:t laced 
gentlemen ! 

Z Rob. Peaccy doltl fear not ; our captain's honour 

E 
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Gregory* Nay» that be must be by his company— 
but sweet, civil, honest gentlemen ! [2 he Robbbes 
press them on,] Oh confound these underground apart- 
ments ! We shall never get out of them alive. Lord! 
lord ! how hard it is upon a man to be forced to walk 
to his own burying ! 

[Exeunt Adeline and Geegort, hurried offkf 

the ROBBBRS. 



SCtNE III. 



Another Part of the Forest. 



inter Margaret, with the Foung Paincb £i>- 

WARD. 

» 

Marg. Why, that's well done, ray boy !^-so— 
cheerly, cheerly ! 
^ee, too, the angry storm's subsiding : — what. 
Thou canst not be a- weary, Ned ? — I know, 
Thou'rt more a man. 

Prince. Sooth, now, my legs ache sadly ! 
My hearc is light and fresh though ; and it mocks 
My legs for aching. I would I had your legs. 
And you my heart. — Your heart, I fear me, mother, 
Is heavier far than mine. 

Marg. Dost think so, Ned ? 

Prince, Ay, and 1 know so too : — for I am in it. 

Marg. My dear, wronged child ! 

Prince, Pr'ytbee now, mother, do not grieve for 
me ; — 
I warrant I shall live to be a king, yet. 

Marg. Alas ! poor monkey ! thou hast little cause 
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To be in love with greatness : tbou bast felt 
Its miseries full early. 

Prince. Then, you know 
Tye all its good to come. 

Marg, May Heaven grant it ! 
l^or thou doi^t promise nobly, boy. This forest 
Will screen us from the hatre i of our enemies. 
Here, till the rage of war has ceased around us, 
1 will watch o'er thee, Ned ; here guard thy life; — 
Thy life ! the hope, the care, the joy of mine ! 
And when thy barrass'd limbs have gain'd their pliancy, 
We will resume our task : for I must lead thee 
A painful walk, across Northumberland, 
As far as Berwick, boy ; where we may meet. 
Again, our Scottish friends. What sayest thou Ned, 
Shouldst joy to see thy father there ? 

Prince. Ay, mother ; — 
And,. though we know he has escaped the traitors, 
Were we but sure to find him there, I cuuld 
Set out directly. 

Marg* Re^t a day or two : 
For hadst thou strength, the danger that surrounds us 
Prevents our venturing. — Come ! — on a little — 
We will go look some moss-grown cavern out, 
And there thou shalt repose thee, sweet. — 

Enter Gondibert. 

Come, boy ! come, take my hand 

[GoKDiBERT approaches f with his Sword drawn, 
Gondi. Advance no further. 
Marg. Ha ! Who art thou, that comest, with mur^ 
derous look, 
Here, in the dusky bosom of the wood, 
To intercept our passage ? 

Gondi. One of those 
Who, strip t of all, by an oppressing world, 
' Now makc^ reprisals: if my looks be dark, 
They best explain my purpose. 

B 2 
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Prince, tly ! fly ! mother ! 
The villain else, will kill us. 

Marg, Let us pass. 
Thou know'st us not; else would there so much ter- 
ror 
Still strike thee of our person, that — no matter. 
What cause hast thou to stay me ? 

Gondi, Biting want ; — 
An oath sworn to my fellows ; — disappointment ; — 

Despair. — I came not here to parley, lady ; 

quickly, 
Yield what you have, or go where I command. 
Marg. Command ! base slave ! reduced to this I — 
Command, 
From thee? thou worm! 

[Making majestically past him^ mth the Prince. 
Gondi. Nay, nay ; you fly not, 1 ady. 

[Holds his Swordy over them. 
Marg. Oh, Heaven ! my boy ! strike not, on thy 
allegiance ! 
Save him, 1 charge thee, fellow ! Save my son; — 
The son of thy anointed king. 

Gondi. My king ! [Drops his Sword at their Feet. 
Marg. Ay, look, and tremble, slave. 
Gondi, 1 do indeed ! — 
And iho' my sword has never been unsheathed, 
Since fate has link'd me to a lawless band. 
But to intimidate, not harm the passenger, 
I rather would have plunged its naked point 
In mine own bosom, ihan have raised it thus. — 
I do bpi<eech your pardon : — and, if aught. 
Wherein I may be capable of service, 
Can make atonement, you shall And me ready. 
Be it at what blind and perilous risk soever: — 
For I have heard the fate of this day's battle ; 
And should a guide, whose dark, and haggard fortune^ 
Wraps him in humble seeming, be thought worthy. 
In this the time's extremity, to direct 
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Your wancl'riiig steps, my leal will prove itself 
AVarm, and unshaken, madam. 

Marg, Thou makest amends : — 
And ihe strong tide of evils, rushing in. 
With rapid force, upon us, well might urge me, 
Like sinking men who grasp at idle straws, 
To accept thy service. Yet, thou may'st be false, 
And lead my boy to his destruction. — Say, — 
What sureties, fellow, have I of thy truth ? 

Gondu Think on the awe-inspiring air that marks 
A royal brow, and makes the trait'rous soul 
Shrink at its own suggestion. — And, when care. 
With envious weight, invades the diadem, 
To aim an injury then — 'twere monstrous baseness! 
Oh ! long, and ever, ever be there seen '^ 
A heaven gifted charm round Majesty, 
To draw confusion on the wretch, who, watching 
A transient cloud, that dims its lustre, dares 
Think on bis sovereign with irreverence ! 
But, more to bind me, madam, to your confidence. 
Know, I have been your soldier; and have fought 
In thb proud cause — some, haply, may remember 

me — 
When fortune's sunshine smiled upon it. 

Marg. Now — 
For greatness ever has its summer friends. 
Who, at the fall and winter of its glory. 
Fly off like swallows — thou'lt betray me. 

Gondu Never. 
Wrong me not in your thoughts, beseech you, madam ; 
For I will serve you truly ; — truly guard 
Your royal son. — He is but half a subject, 
Who, in the zeal, and duty, for his monarch, 
Feels not his breast glow for his prince's welfare. 
And, in the moment when the time's rough trial 
Calls, loudly, on my sworn allegiance, 
And summons it to proof, if I abandon either, 

B 3 
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May Heaven, when most I stand in need of mercy. 
Abandon me ! 

Prince. Let us go with him, mother. 

Gondu I know each turn^ and foot-path of the 
forest : — 
Can lead you thro' such blind and secret windings, 
That will perplex pursuers, till they wander, 
As in a labyrinth.^- West of this a little, 
There stand some straggling cottages, that form 
A silent village; and whose humble tops. 
Deep shadow'd by the dark overhanging" wood, 
Escape the notice of the traveller* 
Thither, so please you, I'll conduct you, madam. 
I have a friend, 

Lowly but trusty, who shall tend upon you; 
While I will scout the country >ioiind,>to gain ^ 
Intelligence of your divided party. ^ . 

Marg. \Tala$g vj^ the Sword whkk Gondibsat 
dtopped.] I 

Then, take my boy ! — for I will trust thee, fellow. 
I must perforce ;— but mark ;-T-for still I doubt :— 
If for a moment T-mark me, fellow, well ! 
Thou givest me cause to think thy damnM intent 
Aims at my dear child's life, that very moment, 
Tho' that the next should be my last. Til plunge 
Thy weapon to thy heart. 

Gondi. Fear not. 

Marg, Lead on. 
[Exeunt: — Gondibert leading the P&incb, and 
Margaret following with the Sword ^over 
Gondibirt's Head. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE 1« 



A VillagCy on the Skirts of the Forest, 



Enter Fool and a ViLLAQun. 

Vil. TeJl me, good fellow, now, I pr'ythee— 

Fool. But wilt thou lend an ear to my tale ? 

ViL That will I ; all the ears I am worth* 

Foot. Then need not 1 tell the story :— for, if thou 
Tend'st all thy ears, then thoult have none left tQ 
hear it. — Wast ever in a battle, old boy ? 

ViL No, truly ! 

Fooh Then thou art a dead man. 

ViL What, for not being in a battle t 

FooL Yea, many, — by the very first fapier that 
comes in thy way ; — for no man can live by the 
sword but a soldier ; — atid of soldiers there are three 
degrees ; and three only. 

ViL As how ? 

FooL As thus:-*- Your hot fighter— your cool 
fighter — and your fighter-sby. — The last degree 
makes a wondrous figure, in many muster-rolls. 

ViL Of which last you make one. 

FooL In some degreei 

ViL And it was that made you run from the 
battle. 

FooL Right ; running is your only surety. Bully 
Achilles, the great wamor of old, thought other- 
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wise ; and he was vulnerable only in the heel : — now, 
my heels always insure me from being wounded. — 
Dost know why Heaven makes one leg of a man 
stouter t^^an tl^t other? . 

Vil. No./ 

Joo/. That he nuny be able to put the ^best leg 
foremost, when there's occasion. 

Vil. And you had occasion enough, last night. 

FooL Truly, had I ; and thus came I to your cot- 
tage ; where I slept on a bare boird all night. 

Vil. Ah ! Heaven knows my lodging is poor 
enough ! but suph as it is, you are welqom|;« 

Fool. Nay, I quarrel notwitl) the lodging; I only 
complain of the board — and now,wouldst thou know 
my story. 

Vil. I would willingly hear of the battle t|hat was 
lost. ' ,, 

Fool. Then p/ythee, ask of those that found it : 
but, come^ to"" e*6n tell thee how it was.— Thou 
hast a wife ? 

ViL Yes, forsooth ; — that was my old dame you 
saw at home* 

FooU Keep her^hiere*; fSr nature plainly intended 
her for a hometjr woman — Didst eVer quarrel with 
her before marriage' I 

Vil. Never. 

FooL Afterwards, a little ? 

Vil. Um ! — Why, lo say the truth, my poor dame 
has a fine flourjsh with a cudgel i but people will 
needs fall out, how and then, when once they come 
together*-^ * 

^ FooL That's the very way we lost the battles-^ 
(or had' the two parties neveit met, depend on't, ond» 
f|ad never cudgel'd the other* v 
y% • Mas»^ thou art a rare fellow in the field ! ' 

FooL Very rare; — for 1 never come there but 
wheni €(in>ti»elp.H. 



« I. 
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SONG. — rooL. 



To amUy to arnuy when Captaku cry^ 

With a heigko / the trumpet* bkm-^ 
To legtf to kgs^ brave boys^ tay If 
Heigko; 
I needs rniut go. 

Arrows stoifi begin tojfyf 

With a heigho I Twang goes the boto — 
And soldiers tumble dawn and die : — 
Heigho I 
rUnot do so. 

Whizzing by come balls of lead; 

With a heigho ! thump theygo.^^ 
Tall men grow shorter by the head ; 
Heigho ! 
Fd rather grow. 

In time of trouble Fm away.; 

With a heigho ! — iU winds bUm ; 
But always ready at pay day ; 
Heigho ! 
Great folks do so. 

Enter another Villager. 

1 Va. Now, goodmanHobs, whence come you? 

2 ViL There is a great lord come in, fro«?} ^'>« 
routed party, who has taken shelter in our village, 
since break of day. One of your great f **^2k Fo^l 

MS • L 

Fool. Didst see him ! how looked hef 
2 VU. I tended him, some quarter of an Hour :-^ 
troth, he seom'd wondrous waaiy* 



46 . UK .BATTUI Of HIXBAM. IaCT in. 

FooL Of thy company. — Now could I be weary 
too, and find in my heart to be dull : — but here 
come females ; and, were a man's head emptier than 
a spend thrift's -^urse, they will ever bring something 
out on't. Hence comes it, that your dull husband's 
head is improved by your lively wife : — if she can 
bring out nothing else, why she brings out horns. 

Enter Villagers, Male and Female. 

Now, good folk, whither go you } 

3 Vil, Truly, sir, this is our season for making 
of hay ; and here am I, sir, with the rest of our 
village, going about it. 

Fi)oL Now might I, were it not for disgracing the 
army, turn mower among these clowns ; — ^and why 
not? Soldiers are but cutters down of flesh, and 
flesh is grass, all the world over. I'll e'en out, this 
morning, and do execution in the field. — Come, lads 
and maidens ! One roundelay, and we'll to't ! 

SOITG AND CHORUS OF VILLAGERS. 

1 Worn. Drifted sttow no more is seen ; 
Blusfring Winter passes by ; 
Merry Spring comes clad in green, 
IVkik woodlarks pour their melody. 
I hear him ! hark ! 
The merry lark, 
Catls us to the new m/vamhay. 
Piping to our roundelay. 

•2 Vil. What the golden sun appears. 

On the mountain's surly, brow ; 
When his jolly beams he rears. 
Darting joy — behold them nofto ! — 
Then, then, oh, hark! — 
The merry lark 
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CaU8 vs to ike new mown kay^ 
Piping to our roundelay. 

3 Yil. When the viUage boy, tojeld. 

Tramps it with the friuow las9, 
Fam she xvoM not seem to ykid. 
Yet gets her tunUfle on the grms : 
Then, then^ ohj hark i 
The merry larkj 
While they tumble in the hay. 
Pipes aUme his roundelay. 

4 Vil. What are honours^ Whales a court f 

Calm content is worth them all: — 
Our honour lies in cudgel sport ; 

Our brightest court a green-sward ball. 
But then — oh hark ! 
The merry larky 
Calls us to the new mown hay. 
Piping to our roundelay^ 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 



An old fashioned Apartment j in Barton's House, m 
the Village. Rusty Anns, and other Military Para^ 
phernalia hanging up, in different Parts ^ SfC. 

La Varenne and Barton. 

Barton. Nay, sir, thank not me : 
I am no trader, I, in empty forms ; 
In neat congees, and kickshaw compliments ; 
In your,—" Dear sirs, " and " Sir, you make me 

blush;"— 
Tm for plain speakings plain and blunt; besdef. 
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I've been a soldier: — and, I take it, sir. 
You, who are still in sennce, are aware 
That blushing seldom troubles the profession. 

La Far. Still, friend, I thank thee.— Thou hasi 
sbcUer^d roe. 
At a hard trying moroent, when the bufieta 
Of tainting fortune rather would persuade 
Friends to shrink back, than serve me. 

Bartim. 'Faith, good sir, 
I know not how you have been buffetted : — 
\\\n this I know, — at least I think I know it-^ 
If there's a soldier, in the world's wide army. 
Who will not, in the moroent of distress, 
Siivlrh forth his hand to save a falling comrade, 
Why, then, Ithink, that he has little chance 
Of beinst found in Heaven's muster-roll. 

Iai Far. I like thy plainness well. 

Kai7fM. Kay, sir, my plainness 
Is such as Nature gave roc : and would men 
l.iMk>x^ Nature to herself, good ftiith, her work 
!» pw*ity Of^ual ; — but we will be garnishing ; 
\v.\\\ the heart, like to a beauty's face, 
Whuh >he neVr lets alone till she has spoil'd it, 
N 5\* UiVillerM nnind, with worldly nonsense, 
ThAi >\e c«n scarcely trace sweet Nature's outlines. 

1^ I "^r. Who of our party, pr'ythee," since the 
biitllo 
IU\^ shelserM hcr<^ among the villagers ? — 
i'4>^xt t^s'l^ their riames ? 

K^* \**. Aw w«rn\ can I, sir. 
>»ui Ci*« ««vl will an* birds of diflf'rent feather. 
i\ii» i\ 4 >\>«n» thiit bottles up its music, 
\uvl ucvcv let* it out till death is near; 
k»ui >fciU\ A (wiping bullfinch, that does ever 
\\ hulls loJih ^^very note it has been tauaht, 

IV ui\N i\\»l that biiU it. Now, sir, mark; 

Wbvwvi's hcus would fain be private here; 
>\h\^'Nois here, dejH^nd on't, tell I can; 
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'Whoever's here, depend on't, tell I will not. 

La Var. Why, this is ovep>caution ! — would not 
they 
Rejoice as readily at sedag me, 
As I at seeing them ? 

Barton. I know not that : 
I am no whispa^monger ; — and if, once, 
A secret he entrosted to my charge, 
I keep it, as an honest agent should, 
LockM in my heart's old strong box ; and Til 

answer 
No draught from any but my principal. 

La Var. If now thou hast a charge, old trusty, I, 
(Believe me), am next heir to't. 

Barton. Very like. 
Yet, sir, if heirfc had liberty to draw 
For what is not their own, tiU time shall give it them, 
I fear the stock would soon be dry; — and, then. 
The principals might have some cause to grumble. 

La Var. Thou art the strangest fellow ! WhatV 
thy name ? 

Barton, Barton ; — that I may trust you with. 

La Var. No more ? 

Barton. No, not a pin's point more. Pshaw ! 
here comes one. 
To let all out. Children, and fools, and women, 
Will still be babbling. 

Enter Prince Edward. 

Prince. Oh ! my lord, is't you ! 

La Var. Oh, my young sir ! how my heart 
springs to meet you ! 
Where is your royal mother ? is she safe ? 

Prince. She's in this house, my lord. — Last night| 
This honest man received us : — ^and another, — 
His friend — not quite so honest as he might be — 
Pid bring us hither; — 'twas a rogue, my lord ; — 
Yet no rogue neither ; — and, to say the sooth, 
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The rogue, my lord, 's a very honest man. 
Lord, how this meeting will rejoice my mother ! 
And she was wishing, now, within this minute, 
To 8i'c the Seneschal of Normandy. 

Barton. So ! 
This is the Seneschal of Normandy ! 
Here is another secret. — Plague take secrets! 
This is in token of their liking me; — 
Just as an over hospitable host, 
Out of pure kindness to his visitor, 
Crams the poor bursting soul with meat he loaths. 

La Var. 1 cannot blame thee, friend; — thou 
knew'st me not : 
And, (hou hast, now, a jewel in thy care. 
Well worth thy utmost caution in preserving. 

Barton. I need not to be told the value on't. 
I have been sworn his mother's subject, sir ; and since 
My poor house has b^n honour'd with her presence, 
The tender scenes, I've been a witness to, 
HTwixt her, and this young bud of royalty, 
Would make me traitor to humanity. 
Could I betray her. There b a rapturous something, 
That plays about an English subject's heart, 
When female majesty is seen employ'd 
In these sweet duties of domestic love. 
Which all can feel, — but very few describe ! 

La Var. Oh ! how thou warm'st me, fellow, with 
thy zeal ! 
Come, my young lord ! — now lead us to her majesty. 

[To Barton. 

Barton. Why, as things are, Fll lead you where 
she is: — 
But were they otherwise, and yoU had not 
Discovered where she is — ^you'll pardon me— 
But I had led you, sir, a pretty dance 
Ere I had led you to her. Come, I'll conduct you. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCEHE III. 



Jnother Af&rhmentj im Ba&toh's Hmut. 



Enter GosDiBB&T amd Ut Robber. 

GondL Away all night ! What then ? Am not I 
their leader ? Do they begin to doubt me ? Am 
not I, as it were, wedded to the party ? 

Rob, Very true, noble captain : and we have 
treated yon as a wife would a kind husband : — but 
when a husband is out all night — why — 

Gtmdi, Welly sir ; — what then ? 

Rob. Marry, then, the wife is apt to grumble a 
little ; that's all. 

Crondi, Go to ; — I had reason. What's the news ? 

Rob. The news is, we have taken some stragglers, 
in the forest 

Gondu Are they of note ? 

Rob, Taitb) we have some of all qualities; — gentle 
and simple mixed : — we had no time to stand upon 
the picking : — they're all ponn'd up in the back ca- 
vern; — and you must e'en take Vm like a score of 
sheep — fat and lean together. But, there is a beard- 
less youth, foUow'd by a cowardly serving man, who 
presses hard to see you. 

Gondi. What would he ? 

Rob. 'Faith, sir, he would be a noble fellow. I 
take it he has a great soul, too largo for the laws ; 
•—he has questioned me plentifully concerning you. 

Gondi. Concerning nie f 

Rob. Yes; he inquired if you were married; how 
long you had been with us ; your ugc ; your stature 
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nay, he was particular enough to ask what sort of t 
nose stood on your face. 

Goudi, Wherefore these questions f 

Rob, Troth, 1 think he would like well to servft 
in our band ; for he seems to have a marvellous nice 
notion of honour. He took up your dagger, of ca- 
rious workmanship, that lies on your table, in the 
cave, and did so study the dudgeon on't ! — Marry, 
the boy knows how to handle a weapon, Til warrant 
bim. 

Gondi. Where have you bestowed him ? 

Rob. Why, he was so importunate, that I have 
brought him, and his man, hither along. — ^The man, 
I feared, might babble : so, I've entrusted him to 
your friend Barton, here; and he, finding he' hat 
been a butler, has locked him in the cellarage. 

Gondi. Conduct the youth hither. 

[Exit ROBBEB. 
Then why should I repine ? since there are others, 
Who, in the early spring, and May of life. 
Behold the promised blossoms of their hope 
Nipt in the very bud. Here comes the youth ; — 
And bears a goodly outside ; — ^yet 'tis a slender bark, 
That Providence ne'er framed for tossing much 
In a rough sea of troubles. 

Enter Robber with Adelxke. 

Rob. Here, youth; this is our captain, pheer 
up now, and speak boldly. You need not fear. — A 
raw youth, captain, but a mettled one, III warrant 
him. — A word with you. [Takes Gov jubzkt apart. 

Adeline. It is, it is my lordl — Oh Heaven! rty 
heart ! — to find him thus, too ! — Yet, to find him 
any how is transport. 

Rob. I shall look to it. — You would be private 
feow, I take it. — Now, youth, plead, cleverly, to get 
admitted among us, and your fortune's made. Be 
but a short time with us, and it will go hard, indeed, 
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f all your cares, in this world, are not shortly at an 
aid. [Exit. 

Gondu Now to your business, youth. 

Adeline. Tis brief. — I have been sorely wrung, sir^ 
!>y the keen pressure of mishap. — I once had friends : 
£ey have left me. One whom I thought a special 
)ne — a noble gentleman — who pledged himsdf, by 
ill th« ties that arc most binding to a man, to guard 
ny uqinstructcd youth— even he, to whom my soul 
looked up ; whom, I might say, 1 loved as with a 
^voman's tenderness, — even he has, now, deserted 
ne. 

Gondi. Then he acted basely. 

Adeline. I hope not so, sir. 

Gondi. Trust me, I think he did, youth ; for there 
iS an open native sincerity that marks thy counte- 
lance, which I scarce believe could give just cause 
to a steady friend to leave thee. 

Adeline. Now, by my holy dame, he had none to 
nispect me. Yet, from the pressure of the time, — 
;6me trying chance — but, I am wandering. This 
is my suit to you. — If you should find me fit to be 
entrusted with the secrets of your party, I could wish 
Co be enrolled among you. 

Gondi. Hast thou well weighed the hardships 
which our life 
Constrains us to ? Our perils ; nightly watching^ 
Our fears, disquietudes; our jealousies, 
Even of ourselves ? — which keep the lawless mind 
For ever on the stretch, and turn our sleep. 
To frightful slumbers ;— where imagination 
Discovers, to the dull and feverous sense, 
Mis-shapen forms, ghastly and horrible ; — 
And mixes, in the chaos of the brain, 
^Terrors, half real, half unnatural ; — 
Till nature, struggling under the oppression, 
Rouses the sleeping wretch,— who starts, and wipes 
The<:hilly drop from off his clay-cold temples i 
4 
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And fain would call for help, yet dares not ntter. 
But trembles on his couch, silent and horror strack ! 

Adeline. Attempt not to dissuade me ; I am fixd. 
Yet chere is one soft tie, which, when I think. 
The cruel edge of keen necessity 
}las cut asunder, almost bursts my heart. 

GonJi. What is it, youth ? 

Adeline. Thar, which from my youth, — 
For I have scarcely yet told one and twenty*— r ■' 
Might, hapl)', not be thought; — yet so it is;—* 
Know, then, that I am married. ' ' : 

Gondi. Married, didst say ? 
And dost ihou love— 

Adeline. Oh I witness for me, Heaven ! - 
The pure and holy warmth that fiUis mj bosom.* . -. 

Gondi. Nay then, my heart bleeds for thee! for 
thou mightst 
As easily attempt to walk unmov'd, 
With all the liquid fires which Minei vomits 
Pour'd in thy breast, at here to hope for happiness. 
Oh ! what does the heart feel, that's rudely torn ' 
From the dear object of its wedded lovo ! 
And, still, to add a spur to gall'd reflection. 
That very object, .whom the time's necessity 
Mads you to part uitli, witless of the cause. 
Arraigns your conduct. 

Adeline, And have you felt this ! [With emotion, 

Gondi. I tell thee wretched youth — fie 1 thou un- 
man'st me. — 
Pry thee, return, young man I — I have a feeling, — 
A fellow feeling for thee; — if thou hop'st 
For gentle peace to be an inmate with thee. 
Turn thy steps homeward'; — link not with our band. 

Adeline. Wherefore should I return? return to 
witness 
The bitter load of misery, which circnmstance 
Has brought upon my house ? My infant children-«r- 

Gondi. And hast thou children then ? 
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Whose innocence has oft hcgiiil'd thy honrs; 
Who have look'd smiling up into thy face, 
Till the sweet tear of rapturous content 
Has trickled- down thy cheek f — Thou tr^^ng for- 
tune ! 
Mark out the froBon hreast of apathy, 
And the' 'twere triple cased in adaniant, 
Throw but this poisonous shaft of malice at it. 
Twill pierce it thro' and thro*. 

Adeline. An if I thought 'twere so ? — 
- Gondi. Hear me, young man :< — 
Thou wring'st a secret from me, which, till now, 
Was borne in silence here; while, vulture-like, 
It prey» upon my vitals. — I am married : — 
-I have a wife — and one whom kindly nature 
Form'd in her lavish mood : — Oh ! her gentle love 
Beam'd through her eyes, whene'er she turn'd them. 

on me, 
With such a mild and virtuous innocence. 
That it might charm stern murder! — and yet I 
Have wounded, villain like, her peace. Even I, — 
In whom her very soul was wrapt — 
Turn'd coward with the time, have basely left her. 
But I am punish'd for't: — .day, night, — aslex'p, 
Awake,-^-»till, or in action, — bleeding fancy 
Ptcturct my wife, sitting in patient anguish ; 
Pale ; mild in sufferance ; inineling meek forgrvencss^ 
With bitter agony ; — blessing him who wrongs her;—' 
While my poor children, my deserted little ones, 
Harg on her knees, and watch the silent drops 
Steal down her grief-worn face ! — Yea, dost thou 

weep ? 
Shape thy course homeward then; for pangs like 

mine, 
-Would so convulse thee, youth, that, like an engine, 
.Twould wrench thy tendvr nature from its frame, 
And pluck life with it. 

r 
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U' Oh! mf deai^ loved lord 1 ,\ 

Here cease those pangs; — here^ in thd e«ata«y Of 

joy, 
Behold your Adeline^ now rushing to the atrma :. ,: ^ 
Of a beloved husband. [RunniMg into Us Arm$^ 

Gondi. Merciful Heaven! :; . , r 

My Adeline ! And hast thou I — Oh, my h^rti I . . 
This sudden confiict l*—thu6 let me clasp thee lo^ jilt; 
Ne'er to part more, till paiig^ o£ death shaU ahukit 

us. 
What hast thou suffer'd^ swael l^^Sdr m^ to cause — 
And are our c^ldren ? 

Adeline* Well, and in safety. 

Gondi. And, to leave them too i, , \ ^ 

Jdelint. Nay, pr'ythee, now, no mqre of this i-^ 
Blot from thy memory all formei^ sorrow — >> ' 
Ory if we think on't, be it at some itioment^ 
When calm content smiles round our happy board. 
And, trust me, nOw, I think pur storms m^ over :-^ 
For, on my way, I learn, the House of Vdrk 
Has now sent forth ^ree pardon to all (hose^ 
Who, long attached to the Laricastrian party,- 
Have not engaged in their late enterprize* 

Gondi, Blessed chance, 
That now constrained me to inaction ! Adeline ! 
Once more to hold thee ! to return to happiness-—'' 
To see our children ! — 



Enter FiksT Robbbr« 

.V 

How now ! What's the matter ! 

I ilo^. Marry, the matter is, with the oaf in fhe 
cellar ; the fool shakes as though he were in au agile; 
we may e'en turn hnri adrift any how, for he will "no 
how turn to our profit. He's cowardly and po^r ; 
Hiii'caniieither rcrbf nor berobbodw ' ^ ,i 
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Adeline. Oh! 'tis my- man: I pray you tend uct 
him hither. 

1 Rob, V[\ trundle him in ; but you will make no- 
thing of him. 1 have Lecn trying to talk him into 
service, and make him fit for our party; but thvra 
are some manner of men 'tis impossible to work any 
good of>o». [F.xit^ 

Adeknei Poor simpleton ! 'tis Gregory, who, in 
pure zeal, and honest attachment, haji followed me* ; 



^ • 



Enter Greoory. 



'Gregory. Mercy on us ! this is the great cock cap- 
tain of the whole brood of banditti ! 'iTis all over ! 
and I have been shut up, these two hours, like a calf 
for killing. Lord ! lord ! if calves did ^dt know the 
reason for their being stalled, as I have been, they'd 
so fall away with fear, that vtal would not be worth 
the taking to market, 

Gondi, \yhy, how now, mian ? 

Grforory. Oh I ud ! lama poor fellow, ^ir; that 
shall be a long timo getting rich, and would fain not 
die till I am so. Take'my life, sir^ and you take all'; 
— I carry it about me,' is a snail doeisTits house :-^ 
and, truly, sir, you'll And that time; hasf a mortgage 
upon it of forty-two years, and the farniiure, of late, 
is so worn with ill usage, that the remainder of the 
lease is not worth your acceptance : —if, sweet, noble, 
sir, you would but 

[During ikit Speech, Gregory has been gra- 
dually raising his Eyes from the Ground^ till 
he fixes them on Gun :>i£Erts Face, 

Eh !-^0h !-^0, the tather !— No !— Yes— Oh lud ! 
-Oh lord ! 

Gondi, Why, dost not know rae, Gregor}'? 

Gregory, liujsza !— He's found. [Capering^ Dear 
my lord, I never was.lijippier since 1 wa« bor% at tli# 
sight of you. 

1 2 
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GdHii.. Trust me, I tkiak so, Gregory. Come, 
love ; 
Let's in for calmer conference. Follow, good Gre- 
gory. [ExetuU Adeline and Gondibert. 
Gregory* Here's a simple change in a man's for^ 
tune ! Now might I, when I say 'tis he — were it not 
as plain 'tis he as a nose is a nose — swear tkat my 
eyes were putting a lie in my mouth, in very spite of 
my teeth. — Oh, the quiet, comfortable days that I 
shall see again 1 Mercy on me ! Tis enough to make 
a coward tremble, to think on the battles my valour 
has been put to. Nothing, now again, but old fare, 
old rubbin^^ of spoons, and a cup of old sherry, be- 
hind the old pantry door, to comfort my nose, in a 
cold frosty morning. 



SOMG* 

^ Modera^on and Alteration." 

In an old qmet parish^ on a brawn healthy old moor^ 
Stands my master's old gate, whose old threshold is wore 
With many an old friend, who for liquor would roar. 
And I uncork'd the old sherry — that I had tasted b^ore* 

But it was in Moderation, <^c. 

There I had an old quiet pantry, of the servants was the 

head ; 
And kepi ike key of the cid cellar^ and old plate, and 

chipped the broom bread. 
If an old barrel was nusstng^ it was easily said^ 
That the very^ old beer was one momingfound deadc-r^ 

But it was in Moderation, 4*c. 

jBv^, we had a good old custom^ when the toeek did begifr^ 
To show, by my accounts, I had not wasted a pin ; — 

3 
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For fMf hrdy tkd he wn hauM^wlj tkmgki waste teas a 



Andneoer woM iay ouimyek^ Inti when my lady lay-in. 

But still it was Moderatton. 
Good lack! good lack! kowonee Dame Fortwiuidid 

Jrawmi 
I Ufi my oldqmetpaatry^ to trudgefrom town to town ; 
Worm qmie tffmy legs, insemrck ofthmnfs^ bobs^ and 

* ' cracks on the crowny 
I wa» fairly knoeVd yp^ and very near foully knocked 
down. 

But now therms an Alteration^ 
Oh! it's a wonderful AlieraHon! 

[Exit. 



SCENE IV. 



The VUlage. 



Enter Margaeet, La Varekne, and PaiircE. 

Marg. The northern coast beset ! 

La Vavi Close watch'd with enemies :— 'twere too 
bold a risk 
That way to seek the sea : then bend your course 
Thro' Cumberland, so please you. 
At Solway Frith, we have warm friends, to favour 
Your embdfkiation — Sailing, thence to Galloway, 
With all convenient speedy we march towards Edin* 

burgh ; 
And thitherward, I learn, the kins has fled : 
Where, in the bosom of the Scottish court. 



1 






^ ate 9jrTH3 Iff smssAV. [act iii* 

'-: n-i.v n -wr".' -«riniim. ii! »ii» iHiccatir ! ^"^ 

.f?L'- T). .r. r.' iftiirii. v'il .i'aii..a.iiii!ix »kall plane 

>u^«i:r nRf\' ninitv iliiir* . ;» •KruMiae spirit^ 

V'i\. r.rr-iiv >:!mL':iiu. aiinVawpe Bo't strll! ' 

:. .,; I «u IK* ■ . -s 

V ■••■•1 • W il?xU"Vx'{ lUUlilCV. iOOU 

V r»r 11,-;: 11 .11 mir» inr r;v^, 

V u J*- -i. Iiioi JL -vici rhtnaurL 

;i:*r. nmin-.iti: f.LukV. vniim I Kid vuu ihT. 

_. -..f. '..'1 I.-, ir- 11^ s'.it** i::i».ra s:e, madam: — 

'"'i.i ii ■ ii r .*» ic-'rc'.'vi =::irca. laraugh Cumber- 
ii.;':, 
'■■ I.' ii* ' 

»* 1 «. ■"•:ii »i .' u : , v.- 1 yj ir -T :.*pi: rwti so kiters 

V ■'.' iL." 1 ".I'J j:y p'vt i". I n^vt Tcritur¥d|y 

I • s- .:•:>; Ov'Ciis »>«: Lov;i'.cy. Cii^ direct 
M >• v^^n :v> 3i»irvii ihtni hu&iier : it yonr course 
S. .. - J -xcvia **crv.*t ^udrJ.these few uriJiserve, 
\V :• t : : atorv* wi«: re d* nil - ro us. 

Mirj:. v.V^, trur, irui? litrliow I 
Bvlicvc i-c. bv-^c^i irKii-i, ot all the bolls^ 



Which spiteful fortune hurls against my crown^ 
None itnke lo deeply as my poor ability . 
Now to requite thy faith* 

Gondi. The subject, madam, 
Who, in his poor eildleatbai^ ctft^ reH^ftf- 
A sovereign fitMfr ^ittttts, ^^^i^lft&arekljral, 
Will pour down Weiikig» on him j Ihat m|uital 
Threefold o'lstftif^fhk ttgNiiUs* Auihmi 
Heaven has, il^ pity of m^i now povt^il balm 
Upon my MeU Ht g sMbrklgBi' 

Marg^ Wbikti>iiyji6«i^wtniMrl 

Adeline. A m^ikt <lfi^^ ttmAim ipA-and « woman too* 
Your pardon, madam, if, to seek a htisbandv-^ 
Happy has been my search — more than the cause, 
Altho' my heart is warm in't — brought me Uth^v. 

Gottdi. Your guard approaches, madam, and the 
villagers. 

Enter Knishts trnd Soldibes. 

Anxious, in zeal, to tee their rojal mistress, 
In throngs have foUow'd. 

Enter Villagers, Male and Femali, on each 

Side. 

Marg. This is a cheering sight ! 
Soon may this warmth be general ; and may Henry 
Bask in its genial sunahioe. — England, awhile, fare* 

wdl! 
And if in iutare timet--no doubt 'twill be so-— 
Thy King unite his people to his confidence, 
And his commamrng virtues, mild, yet kinglyt 
Shall draw the buitfa of rapturous loyalty 
From the gilt palace to the clay-built cottage, 
Then will thy realm, indeed, be enviable* 
Strike ! ^Then on. 
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VlLLAOBB^. 



Sea^ EmgUmdJtrtiie hmdi 
PUnijfyfrom her rkketi tt^rts^ 
EvcTf wUk btmigtumt kamdp 
Her ireanurt on thy boiomfomru 
Etudandl to thyself be trme: 

Jrkm thy r^ilm it trukf biett^ 
*Tu yokem a monarch's hoejiiryam 
U by ffomr hyaiiy cm^tti. 
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HEATRE ROYAL, HAYMARKET. 



BY MRS. INCHBALD. 



WILLIAM 84VAQE, PRIIfTER» 
LONDON 



REMARKS. 



In this drama are cprnprised tragedy, comedy, opera, 
and some degree of farce — yet so happily is the variety 
Uended, that one scene never diminishes the interest 
of another, but they all combine to produce a most 
valuable composition. 

In the riank of excellence, the tragic parts are to 
be accounted foremost ; and, among these, the ori« 
ginal and admirable character of Eustache de St. 
Pierre stands first. 

Other characters, of the author's invention, are 
likewise so prominent, that Edward, our renowned 
conqueror of Calai«», is made, perhaps, the least in- 
teresting, as well as the least amiable, warrior in this 
whole dramatic field of glory : and yet, such is the 
equitable, the unbiassed judgment of the vanquished, 
they profess a just, a noble, an heroic reverence, for 
the bravery, and other qualities, of their triumphant 
memies. 

The exception to this general rule of patriotic cou- 
rage in the French, is most skilfully displayed in one 
;hort speech, by a feeble and fearful citiaen of the be* 
iieged town ; in whom extreme terror of the besiegers 
s so naturally converted into malignant abhorrence, 

b2 
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that the mau who, in all Calak, is most ready to die 
fof his king and country, is, by the aid of certain po* 
litical logic from this atarmist, openly accused of 
disloyalty, because he will not slander, as well as 
fight, his he. This speech, with some others, no less 
founded on the true disposition of lordly man, sub- 
dued by the humiliation of fear, would falsely imply — 
that the play of " The Surrender of Calais'' was of a 
later date than fifteen or sixteen years past, be- 
fijre which period the author must have had much 
less knowledge of the influence of apprehension in 
the time of war, than experience, or rather obsenra- 
tion, has since had the means to bestow upon him. 

It may be said, that Mr. Col man gave the virtues 
of justice and benignity to the valiant part of the 
French, merely as instruments to resound the praise 
of the English. — Whatever were the author's views, 
the virtues remain the same, and honour the possessors 
o! them, even more than their eulogiums can do ho- 
nour to the British » 

' In the first act, the weak, mournful huzza, wrung 
from the throats of the half-famished soldiers, and thai 
military subordination exhibited between Ribaumont 
and La Gloire, upon the pronunciation of the word 
fnarckj are happy stage occurrences, in which the 
reader's fancy will not perhaps delight, for want of 
the performer's tones and action. — But there are other 
scenes so independent of Uie mimic art, that acting 
can rarely improve them — Such is the scene in the 
Hall, the delivery of the keys, the farewell between 
the father and the son, with others equally impressive. 
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*But' the highest pan^ric that can be pronounced 
"^on this play is — that " The Surrender of Calais" is 
Considered, by every critic, a^ the very best of all tho 
iiiiihoi^s nuiDerous and successful produ<^ns. 
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SURRENDER OF CALAIS. 
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ACT THE FIRSTr 



9CEN^ I, 



A View qfCalmtf the Sea, and the EngUsh Campm 

. Enter Ribaumont and La Gloi&b. 

' Ribau. Thus far. in safety. All is.husli. Our 
subtle air of France quickens not the temperament of 
the enemy. These phlegmatic. English snore out the 
night, in as gross heaviness as when their senses stag- 
nate in their own native fogs, where stupor lies like 
lead upon them, — which the muddy rogues call sleep. 
We have nearly passed the entrenchments; — the day 
breaks.-r-La Gloire ! 

La Gloire. My commander ! 

Mibau. Wherq did you direct our mariners lo meet 
HSy with the boat ? 

La Gloire. Marry, I told them to meet us with ^ha. 
MNit at the searshore, . 
, Bibau. Vague booby.! at what point I 
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' iA Gldtn. That's the pdnt I wu ioAiag to, 'nj 
lord ! find, if a certain jutting out of 1^'^ in the 
shape of a white cliff, with brown fdrdt,^h iti' lb|l, 
lilie a buihy head of hur over a pate face, staAi i!Aen 
ildidi-^* -^"^^' "^ 

aibau.' East of the lown :— I have marlf'd i{' ^ , '' 
ia Cfo«>«. Look you there, now! what 1 'BaVe 
hnDied affer, a whole day, lo fix upyn, hatK he 
noted without labour. Oh, the capacious lieads <)f 
your great officers ! — No wonder they are,, to careuil 
of them io battle; and thnist forward ilie gitiful patea 
of the privates, to be mowed off lite * par(:f^"'of 
dai«ies.-^Bul there lies the spot— and tbere wjll the 
mariners come. We are now within ear-shot j and, 
when they are there, they wiLlwhiitk. ,, , 

Riiau. 'And, till tbcV gi^ Ihe sigfial^li^]^ ^ tWa 
beauebtof safet/to be picked from ilaiuerj iSr'the 
least aatiigAdus spot to tarty for ihetA. We are'kcre 
Tilll^rly: * ■ ' " .:>Rt . 

La Glmre. I would we were not here at all. J^s 
tami scheme of viclilslling'fi ttrw^' Uocladfcl 1>V Ifie 
enemy, is a service for'whicii I hkve little ^p^etite^ 

ititeu: Think, La Gkd^. o& fl|e ^disfnOS, bfovr 
countrymen — the inhabltdiltt pushing witii ^libW' 
La Gloire. Trulj-, my lord, it doth move flio 
bowels of my compassion. Yet, coos^er^Wfr iplk— 
' consider your r«nk{ The giatiaiit C<iunt'Ki)>a|UsQnt, 
flower of chivalry, cream of the PVencb army, ud 
commander of his re^ment, turned cook to the dM> 
poration of Calais! — carving his way to glory, 
through stubble-rumped capons, unskinned mutton, 
jaw veal, and vegetables ! — and, perhaps, my lord, 
just before we are able (o serve up the meat to the 
town, in comes a raw-booM Englishman, and run* 
bis spit through your body 1 

Ribau.' Pr'ytbee, no more objections. 
La Gloire. Nay, I object not, — I^— but I kava 
served your honour, in u>d out of the army, b^ 
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boy, and mao, these five and twenty years, come 
the next feast of the Virgin ; and Heaven forfend I 
should be out of senrice, by being ont of my master ! 
BOm. Well, well, I know thy mK 
La Oloire. And yet your Ei^^lish rmpier Is m mar> 
vellous sudden dissolver of attachments. Twill 
stfwr tile closest connexions. Twill even whip yoU| 
for ever, friend head from his intimate acquaintance, 
neck and 'shoulden, before they have time to take 
leave fi — Not that I object ; — yet men do not always 
sleep. The fat CfQtinv4, as we passed the outpost, 
mimit have waked with his own snoring ; and^* 
' Ksftsw; Peace ! Remember your duty to me ; to your 
country. 

Tet, out, alas ! I mock myself to name it. 
Did not these rugged battlements of Calais ; 
This tomby yet safeguard of its citisens. 
Which shuts the sword out, and locks hunger in ; 
(Where many a wretch, pale, g^nt, and fJEunine^ 

shrunk, 
Smiles, ghastly, at the slaughter's threat, and dies :) 
Did not these walls — like Vulcan's swarthy aims, 
Clasping sweet beaut/s queen— encircle now, 
Within their cold and ponderous embrace, 
The fair, yet, ah ! I fear, the fickle Julia, 
My sluggish ceal would lack the spur to rouse it. 

Im Gioire. And, of all the spurs in the race of mor* 
tality, love is the only true tickler to quicken a man's 
motions. But to reconcile a mistress by victualling 
a town ! — Well ; dark and puzzling is the road to 
woman's afTection ; but this is the first time 1 ever 
Jieard of sliding into her heart through her palate; or 
choking her anger, by stopping her mouth with a 
meal. An* this pantry fashion of wooing should last, 
woe to the ill-favoured ! Beauty will raise the price 
of provisions, and poor ugliness soon be starved out 
of the country. 
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t. This enterprise may yet regain her. 
Once she was kind ; until her father's poliey, 
Nourish'd in courts, steppM in, and checked her love* 
Yet 'twas not love; for true love knows no check: 
There is no skill in Cupid's archery. 
When duty heals a love^wound. 

La Gu)ire. But, dear my lord ! think on the great 
dfuiger, and little reputation— 

Ribau. No more! mark me, I^Gloire! As your 
officer, I may command you onward : but, in respect 
to your early attachment, your faithful service, ere 
you followed me to the army, if your mind misgive 
you in this undertaking, you have my leave to re- 
treat. 
La Gioire. [Jmazed.] My lord ! 
Ribau, I say, you are free to return. 
La Gloire. Lookye, my lord 1 I am son to brave 
old Eustache de St. Pierre ; as tough a citizen as any 
in all Calais : I was carried into your lordship's fa- 
ther's family (your lordship being then but just born) 
at six days old ; a mere whelp, as a body may say. . 
According to puppy reckoning, my lord, I was with 
you three days before I could see. I have followed 
you through life, frisking and trotting after your 
lordship ever since : and, if you think me, now, 
mongrel enough to turn tail, and leave my master in 
a scrape, why, ^twere kinder e'en to hang me up at 
the next tree, than cut me through the heart with 
your suspicions. 

Ribau, No, La Gloire, — I 

La Gloire, No, my lord ! 'tis fear for you makes 
me bold to speak. To see you running your head 
through stone walls for a woman — and a woman 
who, though she be an angel, has (saving your pre- 
sence) played you but a scurvy sort of a jade's trick j 

and • 

B^au. 'Sdeath, villain! how dare your slanderous^ 
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tongue lo-^but 'tis plain — ^'tis for thy own wretched 
•ake thou art thus anxious — drivelling cdward ! 

La Ghkre. Coward !*— Cow Diabk ! — a French 

soldier, who has the honour to cariy arms under his 
christian majesty, Philip the Sixth, King of France, 
called coward ! Sacrt bUu ! Have I already served 
in three campaigns, and been thumped, and bobbed 
about, by the English, to be called coward at last ! 
Oh, that any but my commander had said it! 

Bibau, Well, well, La Gloire, I may have been 
liasty: I 

Xa Gloire, Oh, my lord! — it — ^'tis no matter. 
But, haply, you'd like to be convinced of the courage 
of your company ; and if such a thing as raising the 
enemy's camp can clear a man's character, I can do 
it as soon as \Ramng his Voide, 

Sibau, 'Sdeath, blockhead I we shall be discovered. 

La Gloire^ Coward! 'Sblood! I'll run into the 
English entrenchments ! Til go back, and tweak the 
fat centinel by the nose ! — I'll [Still louder, 

Bibau, Peace 1 I command you, La Gloire ! I 
command you, as your officer. 

La Gloire, I know my duty to my officer, my lord ! 

[Sulkily, 

Bibau. Then move not : — here, sir, on this spot. 

[Pointing forwoi'd. 

La Gloire, [Going to the Spot.} Coward ! 

Bibau, Speak not, for your life ! 

La Gloire. Cow— — Umph I 

Bibau. Obey! 

[La Gloire stands motionless and sHent* — A 
low Whistle, 

Bibau, Ha! the signal! the morning breaks: — 
they arrive in the very nick. Now then. La Gloire; 
for the enterprize. Why does not the blockhead 
Stir? — Well, well, my good fellow! I have been 
barsh: but — not yet? — Pshaw! this military en- 
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forcement has uctt4 like a spell upon liiiiiirT-How to 

dissolve it? — [A l&a Wkktle.] — Again! Comf, 

come. La Gloire! I — dull dolt! — I have it:-^— 
March ! 

[La Gaoirv faces to ike Left, md tmnha 
mU after Ribaumont. 
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The Place, in the Town rfCakat. 

Enter an Officer, Sergbavt, and Sokdibes.--' 
Citizens enter seoeraUy during the Scene. 

Officer. Bravely, good fellows! Courage! Why; 
still there's life in't^ Sergeant! 

6Vrg, Your honour ! 

Officer. How do the men hear up ? Have they stout 
hearts still ? 

Serg. I know not, sir, for their hearts ; hut I'll 
warrant them stout stomachs. Hunger is so power- 
ful in them, that I fear me they'll munch their way 
through the stone walls of the city. 

Officer. This famine pinches. Poor rogues! Cheer 
them with hopes, good Sergeant* 

Serg Hope, your honour, is but a meagte mess for 
a regiment. Hope has almost shrunk them out of 
their doublets. Hope has made their legs so weary 
of the least they had taken of their hose, that all 
their calves have slunk away from the premises^ 
There i!»i>'t a stocking in the whole company that can 
boast of a tolerable tenant. The privates join in the' 
public complaining; the drummers grow noisy; our 
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poor corporal has no body left ; and t)ie trumpeter 
IS blown up witji^wind. 

Officer, Do they grow mutinous? Look to them — . 
check their muttering. 

Serg, Troth, sir, I do my bogt :— wbei) they grum- 
ble for meat, I make them eat their ow|>. words ; and 
give them some solid counsel, well seasoned with the 
pepper of correction. 

Officer, Well, well 1 look to^ them ; keep a strict 
watch ; and march the gi^arjs to their several posts. 

[Exit Officer. 

Serg. Now must I administer consolation, and give 
the rogues their daily meal of encouragement.- — Hem! 
Countrymen, fellow soldiers j and Frenchmen ! — be of 
good cheer, for famine is come upon you, and you are 
all in danger of starving. Is there any thing dearer 
to a Frenchjman than his honour? Isn't honour the 
greater^ the greater 'the danger ? and has any body 
ever had the honour of being in greater danger than 
you? — Rejoice, then, for your peril is extreme ! Be 
merry, for you have a glorious dismal prospect before 
you ; and as pleasing a state of desperation as the 
noble heart of a soldier could wish ! Come ! one cheer 
for the glory of France. — St. Dennis, ind our Grand 
Monarque, King' Philip the Sixth! 

[Soldiers huzza very feebly* 
Oons! it sounds as hollow as a churchyard. Tlie 
voice comes through their wizen mouths like wind 
from the crack of an old wainscot. Away, rogues, to 
your posts! Bristle up your courage, and wait tho 
event of time! Remember ye are Frenchmen, and bid 
defiance to famine ! Our mistresses are locked up with 
us in the town ; we have frogs in the wells, and snuff, 
at the merchants*. An Englishman, now, would haug, 
himself upon this, which' is enough to make a g^y 
Frenchman happy. Allons, camarades! 
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80KG. — SE&GEAMT. 

My comrades so famished and queer^ 
Hear the drurrs^ how theyjoUily beat ! 

They fill our French hearts with good cheer ^ 
Although we have nothing to eat. 

Rub a dub. 
All. Nothing to eat : rub a duby 
Rub a dub — we have nothing to eat. 

Theny hark to the merry toned Jife f 
To hear it 'twill make a man younger:^ 

I tellyoUy my lads^ this is life 
For any one dying with hunger. 

Toot a too. 
All. Dying xoith hunger: toot a tooy 
Toot a too — we are dying with hunger. 

The foe to inspire you to beaty 

Only list to the trumpet so shrUCI 
Till the enemy's kiWd we can't eat : 

Do the job — you may eat all you kill. 

Ran ta tan. 

All. Well eat all we kUl; ran ta tony 

Ran ta tan — we may eat all we kill. 

[Exeunt Soldiers. — Citizens come forward. 

I Cit. Bon Jour, Monsieur Grenouille? 

^ Ctt. Aba ! mon voisin ! Here's a goodly inpni«^ 
ing. The sun shines till our blood dances Co it like 
t frisky wench to a tabor. 

1 Cit, Yes, truly ; but 'tis a dance without refresh* 
ftients. We are in a miserable plight, neighbour. 

2 Cit. Ma foi ! miserable indeed ! mais le soleil— 
1 Cit, How fare your wife and family, neighbour 

Grenouille ? 
9 Cit. Ah ! my pauvre wife and famille ; litel to 
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eat now, mon voisin — nothing bye and bye: lucky 
for me 'tis fine weather. Great many mouths in my 
house; very litel to put into 'em. But 1 am French; 
the sun shines; I am gay. — ^There is myself, my poor 
dear wife, half a loaf, seven children, three sprats, ^ 
torn cat, and a pipkin of milk. I am hungry ; mais 
ii fait beau temps ; I dance — my famille starves^ — I 
sing — toujours gai — the sun shines — tal lal la! tal 
lalla! 

3 Gt. Tut, we wo'not bear it. Tis our Governor 
is iu fault : this way we are certain to perish. 

4 Cit. Peste ! we'll not endure it. Shut up, near 
eleven months, within the walls. 

2 Cit. In fine weather — no promenade ! 

3 Cit. No provisions. — We'll to the Governor, fore© 
the keys, and stkrrender the town. Allons ! come 
along, neighbours, to the Governor ! 

All, Ay, ay — to the Governor. Away ! 

[Going in a Posse, 

Enter Eustache de St. Pierre, carrying a small 

l^'alUt. 

Bust* Why, how now, ho ! — nothing but noise and 
babble ! 
Whither away so fast ? Stand, rogues, and speak ! 

3 Cit. Whither away ? Marry ! we would away 
from famine : we are for the Governor's, to fbrce the 
keys of the town. 

Eust. There roar'd the wrathful mouse ! You 
squeaking braggart, 
.Whom hunger has made vent'rous, who would thrust 
Your starveling nose out to the cat's fell gripe. 
That watches round the cranny you lie snug in. 
Nibble your scraps^; be thankful, and keep quiet. 
Thou rail on hunger ! why, 'twas hunger bore thee; 
'Twas hunger rear'd thee ; fixing, in thy cradle. 
Her meagre stamp upoil thy weazel visage; 
And, from a child, that half starved face of thine 

6 2 
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Has given full meals the lie. When thou dost eat, 

Thou dost digest consumption : thou'rt of those kine 

Thou wouldst e'en swallow up thy brethren, here. 

And still look lean. What ! fellow citizens, 

Trust you this thing ? Can skin and bones mislead you? 

If we must suffer, suffer patiently. 

Did I e'er grumble, mongrels ? What am I ? 

3 Cit. You! why, Eustache de St. Pierre you 
are ; one of the sourest old crabs of all the citizens of 
Calais ; and, if reviling your neighbours be a sign of 
ill will to one's country, and ill will to one's country 
a sign of good will to strangers, why a man might go 
near to think you are a friend to th^ English. 

Eust, I honour them. 
They are our enemy — a gallant enemy ; 
A biting, but a blunt, straight-forward foe : 
Who, when we weave our subtle webs of state, 
And spin fine stratagems to entangle them, 
Come to our doors, and pull the work to pieces ; 
Dispute it fist to fist, and score their arguments 
Upon our politic pates. Remember Crcss}' ! — 
We've reason to remember it — they ihump'd us, 
And soundly, there : — 'tis but some few months, 

back ; — 
There, in the bowels of ourland — at Cressy— 
They so bechopp'd us with their English logic. 
That our French heads ached sorely for it: — thence, 
Marching through Picardy, to Calais here. 
They have engirded us; fix'd the dull tourniquet 
Of war upon our town; constraining, thus. 
The life blood of our commerce, wilh fair France, 
Of whom we are a limb ; and all this openly : — 
And, therefore, as an open foe, who think 
And strike in the same breath, I do esteem 
Their valour, and their plainness. 
I view them with a most respectful hatred. 
Much may be learnt from these same Englishmen. 
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4 Cii, Ay, pr'ythee, what? Hunger and hard blows 
seem all we are like to get from them. 

Bust. Courage; which you may have — 'twas never 
tried tho'; 
Patience, to bear the buffets of the times. 
Ye cannot wait till Fortune turns her wheel : 
You'll to the Governor's, and get the keys ! 
And what would your wise worships do with them f 
Eat them, mayhap, for ye have ostrich stomachs ; 
Ye dare not use them otherwise. — Home ! home ! 
And pray for better luck. 

[The Citizens exeunt severally. An Old Mav,^ 
alone, remains in the Back of* the Scene, 
Fie, I am faint 

With railing on the cormorants. Three days. 
And not break bread — 'tis somewhat. There's not ons 
Among these trencher-scraping knaves, that yet 
Has kept a twenty hours' lent ;-^I know it ; 
Yet how they crave ! I've here, by strong entreaty. 
And a round sum, (entreaty's weak without it,) 
E'en just enough to make dame Nature wrestle 
Another round with famine. Out, provision ! 

[Takes off bis JVaUei. 

Old Man. [Coming forward.] O, Heaven ! 

Eusi, Who bid thee bless the meat? — How now 
old grey beard ! 
What cause hast thou 

Old Man. I have a daughter-—^ 

Ewt. Hungry, I warrant. 

Old Man. Dying! 
The blessing of my age : — I could bear all ; — 
But for my child ; — my dear, dear child ! — to lose her 
To lose her thus ! — to see disease so wear her ! — 
And when a little nourishment She's starving! 

Bust. Go on ; — no tears; — I hate them. 

Old Man. She has had no nourishment these four 
days. 

Ewt [Affected.] Death! and— well? 

c 3 
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Old Man* I care not for myself; — I should soon go, 
In nature's course ; — but my poor darling child ! 
Who fifteen years has been my prop — to see her 
Thus wrested from me ! then, to hear her bless me ; 
And see her wasting ! 

Eust, Peace ! peace ! 
I have not ate, old man, since — Pshaw ! the wind 
Affects my eyes — but yet 1 — ^'Sdeath ! what ails me ? 
I have no appetite. — Here, take this trash, and — 
[The Old Man takes the Wallet, falls upon his 
Knees, and attempts to speak. 
Pr'ythee away, old soul ; — nay, nay, no thanks ; — 
Get home, and do not talk — 1 cannot. — 

[Exit Old Man. 
Outon't! 

I do belie my manhood ; and if misery. 
With gentle hand, touches my bosom's key, 
I bellow straight, as if my tough old lungs 
WeJie made of organ^pipes. [Hvzza xoitkout. 

Hey ! hew sits the wind now ? 

JEw^er Citizens, crying Huzza! and Succour! La 
GLOiRii 2w the midst of th€m, loaded with Casks of 
Provision, <5 c. 

La Gloire. Here, neighbours ! here, here I am 
dropt in among you, like a lump of manna. Here 
have I, following my master, the noble Count Ribau- 
mont, brought wherewithal to check the grumbling 
in your gizzards. Here's meat, neighbours, meat ! — 
Ane, raw, red meat ! — to' turn the tide of tears from 
your eyes, and make your mouths water. 

All. Huzza! 

2 Cit. Ah ! mon Dieu ! que je suis gai ! — meat 
and sun too ! — tal lal lall la ! 

La Gloire, Silence ! or Til stop your windpipt 
with a mutton cutlet. 

/]IL Huzza ! 
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F4l 
*eace, ho ! I say ; can ye be men, and roar 
:US ? 

this clamour! it proclaims you cowards, 
Is what your despair has been. Peace, hen 
Hearts! 
)mc, and eat. 

rloire. Oils my life ! cry you mercy, father ; I 

unot; — my honest, hungry neighbours, here, 

ssed about me. Marry, 1 think they are ready 

me. Stand. aside, friends, and patience, till 

aher has said grace over me. lather, ywir bless- 

[Kncels. 
ist. Boy, thou hast acted bravely, and thou fol- 

low'st 
oble gentleman. What succour brings he? 
ifl Gloire, A snack! a bare snack, father ; no more. 
• '. scudded round the point of land, undi r the coast, 
perceived by the enemy's fleet, and freighted with a 
•od three days' provendtr: but the sea, that seems 
lied by the English — marry, I think they'll always 
e masters of it, for my part — stuck the point of a 
ock through the bottom of our vessel, almost filled it 
.vith water, and, after iugi;ing hard fnr our lives, we 
found the provision so spoiled, and pickled, that our 
larder is reduced to a luncheon. Every man may 
have a meal, and there's an end; — to-morrow comts 
fiimhie again. 

2 CU, N'importe ; we are happy to-day ; c'est as- 
aez pour un Francois. 

La "Gloire, [Aside, to Eustaciik.] But, father, 
cheer up ! Mum! If,.. after the distribution, an odd 
sly barrel of mine — you take mi^ — rammed down with 
good powdered beef, that will stand the working of 
half a dozen pair of jaws for a month, should be found 
in an odd corner of my father's house, why — hum! 
Eust, Base cur ! insult me ! — But I pardon thee ; 
Thou dost mean kindly. Know thy father betttr. 
Though these be sorry kna>ais, I scorn to wiong them 
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I love my country, boy, Ungraced by fortone, 
I dare aspire to the proud name of patriot. 
It any bear that title to misuse it, — 
Decking their devilships in angel seeming, 
To glut their own particular appetites ;-^ 
If any, 'midst a people's misery, 
Feed fat, by filching from the public good. 
Which they profess is nearest to their hearts ; 
The curses of their country ; or, what's shaip^r^ 
The curse of guilty conscience follow them ! 
The sufTeringfs general ; general be the benefit. 
We'll share alike. Youll find me, boy, at home. 

[EsU. 

La Gloire. There he goes ! full of sour goodness, 
like a fine lemon. He's as trusty a crusty citisen, 
and as goodnatured an illtempered old fellow, as any 
in France : and, though I say it, that shouldn't say it 
— I am his son. But, now, neighbours, for pro- 
vision. 

3 Cit» Ay, marry ! we would fain fall to. 

La Gloire, I doubt it not, good hungry neighbours : 
youll all remember me for this succour, I warrant. 

j4lL Toujours; always. 

La Gloire. See now what it is to bind one's coun- 
try to one, bfy doing it a service. Good souls, they 
are running over with gratitude — {JFalks aboutf Citi- 
zens following,] — I could cluck them all round the 
town after my tail, like an old hen with a brood of 
chickens. Now will I be carried in triumph to my 
father's : and ye may e'en set about it now — [Two 
stout Citizens take La Gloire on their Shoulders.] 
— now, while the provisions are sharing at the Gover- 
nor's house. [Citizens let himfalL 

All. Sharing provisions ! Allons ! vite ! — away ! 
away ! [Exeunt Citizens hastily. 

La Gloire, Oh diable ! this is popularity. Adieu, 
my grateful neighbours! Thus does many a fool- 
hardy booby, like me, run his head into danger; and 
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a few empty huzzas, which leave him at the next 
turning of a corner, are all he gets for his pains. Now, 
while all the town is gone to dinner, will I go lo woo. 
My poor Madelon must be woefully fallen away, since 
I quitted Calais, Heigho ! I've lost, I warrant me, 
a good half of my mistress since we parted. 1 have 
secured for her the daintiest bits of our whole cargo, 
as marks of my aflfection. A butcher couldn't show 
her more tenderness than I shall. If love were now 
weighed out by the pound, bating my master, the 
Count Ribaumont, who is in love with Lady Julia, 
not all the men in the city could balance the scales 
with me. [Evit. 



SCENX III. 



A Hall, in the House of 3 oiim de Vienne. 

Enter Julia and O'Carrol. 

Julia, Now, O'Carrol ; what is the time of day? 

OVarrd, Fait, Lady Julia, we might have called 
it a little past breakfast time, formerly; but since the 
fashion o&eatiflg has been worn out in Calais, a man 
may be content to say it bears hard upon ten. Och ! 
if clocks were jacks now, time would stand still; and 
the year would go down, for the want of winding up 
every now and then. 

Julia, Saw you my father this morning? 

0*CarroL You may say that. 

Julia, How loolied he, O'Carrol ? 

OVarrol, By my soul! Lady Julia, that old father 
of yours, and master of mine, is a gallant gentleman. 
And gallantly he bears himself. For certain, and so 
be ought i being a Knight of Burgundy, and Cover- 
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nor of Calab ; but if I was Governor jost now, to be 
sure I should not like to tmke a small trip from 
Calaisy one morning, just to see what sort of a knight 
I was in Burgundy. 

Jttiia. Who has he in his company } 

OXJarrol. Why, madam, why — now dare not I tell 
who, tor fear of offending her. — Company ? Why, to 
be sure I have been in his company : — for want of 
finer acquaintance, madam, he was e'en forced to put 
«p, half an hour, with an humble friend. 

Julia. Poor fool ! thy words are shrewder than thy 
meaning. 
How many crowd the narrow space of life 
With those gay, gaudy flowers of society. 
Those annuals, call'd acquaintance ; which do (Side 
And die away, ere we can say they blosom ; 
Mocking the idle cultivators care. 
From year to year ; while one poor slip of friendship, 
Hardy, tho' modest, stands the wintei^s frost. 
And cheers its owner's eye with evergreen ! 

O'CarroL Troth, lady, one honest potatoe in a gar* 
den is worth an hundred beds of your good-for-nothing 
tulips. Oh ! 'tis meat and drink to me to see a fnend! 
and, truly 'tis lucky, in this time of famine, to have 
one in the house to look at, to keep me from starving. 
Little did I think, eight years ago, when I came over 
among fifty thousand brave boys — English, Irish, and 
else, — to tight under King Edward, who now lies be- 
fore Calais here, that I should 6nd such a warm soul 
towards me in a Frenchman's body ; — especially when 
the business, that brought me, was to help to give his 
countrymen a beating. 

JuUa, Thy gratitude, O'Carrol, has well repaid the 
pains my father took in preserving thee. 

0*CarroL Gratitude! fait, madam, begging your 
pardon, 'tis no such thing ; 'tis nothing but showing 
the sense I have of my obligation. There was I^ in 
the year 1339) in the English camp — on the fields of 
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Vianfosse, near Capelle — which never came to an 
action; excepting a trifling bit of skirmish, in which 
cny good cruel friends left me for dead out of our lines; 
when a kind enemy — your father — (a blessing on his 
friendly heart for it!) picked me up, and set the 
breath agoing again, that was almost thumped out of 
my body. He saved my life ; it is but a poor com- 
modity ; — but, as long as it lasts, by my soul ! he and 
his family shall have the wear and tear of it. 

Julia. Thou hast been a irusty follower, O'Carrol ; 
oay, more a friend than follower ; thou art entwined 
in all the interests of our house, and art as attached 
to me as to my father. 

(y Carrol, Ay, troth, Lady Julia, and a good deal 
more ; more shame to me for it ; because 1 am indebt- 
ed for all to the Governor. I don't know how ii may 
be with wiser nations, but if regard is to go to a whole 
family, there's a something about the female part of 
it that an Irishman can't help giving the preference 
to, for the soul of him. 

Julia. But, tell me, who is with my father ? 

(yCarrol. Indeed that I will not — ^for a reason. 

Jtdia. And what may the reason be? 

&CarroL Because, long before he arrived, you bid 
me never mention his name. It may be, perhaps, 
the noble gentleman who has just succoured the town. 
— Well, if I must not say who is with my mabter, I 
may say who my master is with* — It is the Count Ri- 
baumont. 

Julia. Why should I tremble at that name ? Why 
should my tongue be now constrained to speak the 
language of my heart ? O father ! father ! 

O'Carrol. Och— ho ! 

Julia. Why dost thou sigh, O'Carrol ? 

O'Carrol. Truly, madam, I was thinking of a piece 
of a rich old uncle I had in Ireland ; who stnt me to 
the French wars, to tear me away from a dear liiile 
creature I lov^ better than my eyes« 
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Julia. And wast ihou ever in love, O'Carrol ? 

OVarrol, That 1 was, faith, up to my chin. I never 
think upon it but it remembers me of the song that 
was wont to be played by honest Clamoran, poor fel- 
low, our minstrel, in the north. 

Julia. I prythee sing it to me, good O'Carrol; 
For there is something in these artless ditties. 
Expressive of a simple soul in love. 
That fills the mind with pleasing melancholy 

S0N&. — O'CARROL. 

Oh ! the moment "was sad when my love and I parted; . 

Savourna deligh shighan ogh ! 
As I kiss*d off her tears, I was nigh broken hearted; 

Savourna deligh shighan ogh ; 
Wan was her cheek, which hung on my shoulder ; 
Damp was her hand, no marble was colder ; 
I felt that I never again should behold her. 

Savourna deligh shighan ogh I 

Long I fought for my country, far, far from my true 
love ; 

Savourna deligh shighan ogh ! 
All my pay and my booty I hoarded for you^ love ; 

Savourna deligh shighan ogh ! 
Peace was proclaimed, — escaped from the slaughter^ 
Jjanded at home — my sweet girt I sought her ; 
But sorrow, alas ! to the cold grave had brought her. 

Savourna deligh shighan ogh ! 

Enter John de Vienne and Ribaumont. 

De Vienne. Nay, nay, my lord ! you're welcome. 
Yet, were 1 private here, some prudent qualms, 
"Which you well wot, I trow, my noble lord ! 
Mioht cause me flatly sound that full toned welcome, 
"Which breathes the mellow note of hospitality. 
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Yet, being Governor of Calais here^— - 
But lake me with you. Count, — I can discern 
Your noble virtues; ay, and love them too; 
Did not a father's care — but let that pass.— 
Julia, my girl — the Count of Ribaumont:— 
Thank the brave champion of our city. 

Julia, Sir! 
Tho' one poor simple drop of gratitude, 
Amid the boisterous tide of general thanks. 
Can little swell the glory of your enterprise, 
Accept it freely. — You are welcome, sir. 

Rib, Cold does it seem to me. — ^'Sdeath ! this is ice! 
Freezing indifference : — down, down, my heart ! 

[Jside. 
I pray you, lady, do not strain your courtesy. 
If I have reap'd a single grain of favour, 
From your fair self, and noble father here, 
I have obtained the harvest of ray hope. 
De Vienne. Heyday ! here's bow, and jut, and 
cringC) and scrape ! — 
Count ! I have served in battle ; witness for me 
Some curious scars, the soldier's coxcombry, 
In which he struts, fantastically carved 
Upon the tough old doublet nature gave him. 
Let us, then, speak like brothers of the field ; 
Roundly and blunt. Have I your leave, my lord? 
Rib, As freely, sir, as you have ask'd it. 
De Vienne, Thus, then : 
I have a (laughtei;|, look you ; here she stands ; 
Right fair and virtuous; — [Count attempts to speak. 
Nay, Count, spare your speech ; 
I know I've your assent to the position : 
I have a king too ; and from whom 'tis signified 
My daughter must be match'd with (speedily) 
A certain lord about the royal person. — 
Now, tho' there may be some, whose gallant bearing 
(And glean from this, Count, what it is 1 aim at,) 
I might be proud to be allied to, yet 

D 
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Being a vetenn French soldier, stuffM 

With right enthusiastic loyal ty. 

My house, myself, my child — Heaven knows I 1ot« 

her!— 
Should perish, piece*meal, ere I could infringe 
The faintest line or trace of the proceeding. 
The king, our master, honours me in marking. 
Rib. 1 do conceive you, sir, 
De Vienne. Why, then, conceiving. 
Once more, right welcome. Count, i lodge you here, 
As my good friend ^and Julia's friend — Sie friend 
To all our city. — ^Tut, Count, love is boys' play ; 
A soldier has not time for't. — 
Come, Count.— —Within there, hoa! we need refresh- 
ment, 
Which you have fumishM. — Love ? pish ! love's a 

gew-gaw. 
Nay, come, Count, come. [Exit^ 

JuHa. Sir, will it please you follow ? 
RA, I fein would speak one word, and— ^'sdeathl 
I cannot. — 
Pardon me, madam ; I attend. — Oh, Julia ! 

[Exity leading out Julia. 
OVttrroi, Och ho ! poor dear creatures, my heart 
bleeds for them. To be sure the ould gentleman means 
all for the best, and what he talks must be right : but 
if love is a gew-gaw, as he says, by my soul! 'tis the 
prciticst plaything for children, fit)m sixteen to &ve^ 
and-twenty, that ever was invented! lExit, 
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SCENE lY. 



The EngUsh Camp. 

Enter King, Sm Walter Manny, Harcourt, 
Arundel, Warwick, and Attendants. 

King, Fie, lords ! it slurs our name ; — the towit 
is succour'd. 
Twos dull neglect to let them pass : a blot 
Upon our English camp ; where vigilance 
Should be the watch-wurd. Which way got they in f 
Sir IV. By sea, as we do learn, my gracious liege F 
King. Where was our fleet then ? does it ride the 
ocean 
In idle mockery? It should float to awe 
These Frenchmen here. How are they stored, my 
lord? 
Hare. Barely, as it sould seem. Their crazy ves- 
sel. 
Driven among the rocks, that skirt the shore, 
Let in the waves so fast upon the cargo. 
The better half is either sunk or spoilt. 
They scarce can hold another day, my liege. 

King. Thanks to the sea for't — not our Admiral.] 
They brave it, stubborn, to the very last : — 
But they shall smart for't shortly ; smart severely. 
Meantime, prepare we for our' Queen ; who comes 
From England, deck'd in conquest. Say, Lord Har^ 

court. 
Are all prepared to welcome her arrival ? 

Hare. All, my dread liege. The beach is thickly 
lined 
With English soldiery, in ardent watch, 

D 2 
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Fixing their eyes upon the bark, which bears 
Our royal mistress. It was hoped, ere this, 
T had reach'd the harbour. — [Grand Flourish. 

Hark ! the queen has landed. 

King, Do you then, good my lord! escort her 
hither. [Exit Harcourt. 

Sir Walter Manny ? 

Sir IV, Ay, my gracious sovereign. 

King, Guard well this packet. When the Gover- 
nor 
Of this same peevish town shall call a parley. 
Break you it up^ and from it speak our pleasure. 
Here are the terms — the only terms — on which 
We do allow them to capitulate. 

Enter the Queen Philipfa, attended. 

Oh, welcome! welcome! We shall give you here 
Rude martial fare, and soldiers' entertainmcn. 

Queen, Royal sir! 
Well met, and happily. I learn your labours 
Draw to a glorious end. — When you return. 
Besides the loyal subjects who would greet you, ' 
The Scottish king, my lord ! waits your arrival ; 
Who, somewhat partial to his neighbour's land, 
Did come an uninvited guest among us. 
1 doubt he'll think us over-hospitable; 
For, dreading his too quick departure from us, 
I have made bold to guard him in the Tower: 
And hither have 1 sail'd, my noble liege! " 
To glad you with the tidings. 

King. My sweet warrior ! 
We will dispatch our work here, then for England. 
Calais will soon be ours; — of that hereafter. 
Think we, to-day, on nought but revelry. 
You, madam, shall diffuse your influence 
Throughout our camp. — Strike, there, our martial 
music I 
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For want of better, good Philippa, take 
A soldiers noisy concert. Strike ! I say. 



GRAND CHORUS. 

War has still its melody ; 

When blows come thick, and arrows Jly, 

When the soldier marches o*er 

The crimson fieldy knee-deep in gore. 

By carnage, and grim death, surrounded^ 

And groans ofdymg men confounded ; — 

If the warlike drum he hear, 

And the shrill trumpet strike his ear. 

Roused by the spirit-stirring tones, 

Music's influence he ffwns ; 

His lusty heart beats quick, and high ; 

War has still its melody. 

But, when the hard fought day is done, 
And the battle's fairly won; 
Oh! then he trolls the jolly note. 
In triumph, thro' his rusty throat ; 
And all the story of the strife 
He carols to the merry fife. 
His comrades join, their feats to tell; 
The chorus then begins to swell; 
Loud martial music rends the sky : 
This is the soldier's melody. 



»d 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE 1. 

Madelon's Apartment. 

La Gloire and Madelon discaccred, Madelok 
seated at a Table covered with Eatables^ Wines^ 4'C* 
La Gloire standing near the Table, 

La Gloire. Blessings on her heart, how cleverly she 
feeds! the meat goes as naturally into her little 
mouth, as if it had been used to the road all the time 
of the famine : though, Heaven knows, 'tis a path 
that h.i*!, lately, been litile frequented. 

Madelon, A votie sanle, mon ami ; — your health, 
La Gloire. [Drinks. 

La Gloire. Nay, I'll answer thee in that, though 
bumpers were Englishmen, and went against my 
Fn nch stomach, \Takes Winei] Heaven bless thee, 
my poor Madelon ! May a woman never tumble into 
the mire of distnss; and, if she is in, ill befall him 
that won't help her clean out again. [Drinks. 

Madelon. Iherc ; enough. [Comes from Table, 

La Gloire. So : one kiss for a bonne bouche. — 
[Kisses her."] — Dost love me the better for this feast, 
now, IMadelon? 

Madelon. No, truly, not a jot. I love you e'en as 
well before dinner as after. 

La Gloire. What a jtwel is regular aflfection ! — to 
iove, equally, through the week, maigre days, anc 
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all ! I cannot but own a full meal makes an improvo- 

ment in the warmth of my feelings. I can eat and 

drink myself into a glow of tenderness, that fasting 

-can never come up to. And what hast thou done in 

-my absence, Madelon ? 

Madelon, Little, La Gloire, but grieve with the 
rest. I have thought on you ; gone to confession in 
the morning ; seemed happy, in the day. to cheer my 
poor old father: — but my heart was bursting, La 
Gloire : — and, at night, by myself, I looked at this 
little cross you gave me, and cried. 

La Gloire. [Smothering his Tears.] Madelon, I, — 

l-^I want another draught of burgundy. [Drinks. 

Madelon. Once, indeed, — I thought it was hard, — 

father Antony enjoined me penance, for thinking so 

much about you. 

La Gloire, An old What, by putting peas in 

your shoes, as usual ? 

Madelon, Yes ; but, as it happened, I escaped. 
La Gloire. Ay, marry ! how ? 
Madelon. Why, as the famine pressed, the bo4y fa- 
thers had boiled all our punishments, in puddings for 
the convent ; and there was not a penitential pea left 
in the town. 

La Gloire. O, gluttony ! to deprive the innocent of 
their hard, dry penances, and apply them, soft, to 
their own offending stomachs ! I never could abide 
these pampered friars. They are the pot-bellied chil- 
dren of the Pope, nursed at the bosom of old mother 
:hurch; and plaguy chubby boys they are. One 
:onvent of them, in a town, breeds a famine sooner 
;han an English blockade. But, what says thy father 
within, here, Madelon, to our marriage ? 

Madelon. Truly, he has no objection, but in re- 
pect to your being a soldier. 

La Gloire. Sacre bleu! object to my carrying 
irms ! my glory ! my pride ! 
Madelon. Pr'ythee, now, 'tis not for that. 
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Im Gloirr. Degrade my profevion ! — ^my — lookye, 
MikleliMi ; I love thee with all my heart — with an 
hoiml soldiers beart^-else I could tell your father, 
thmt a dtuen could oever get od in the world, with- 
out a soldier to do his journey-work i^-and your sol- 
dier, lookye — ^"shlood ! it makes me fret like a hot 
day's march ! — your soldier, in all nauons, when he 
is rusted down to your quiet citixen, and so sets up 
at home for himself is in double respect, for having 
served such an honourable apprenticeship. 

Madelam. Nay, now. La Gloire, my father meant 

•not 

La GUnrt, Marry, I would tell your father this to 
his teeth ; which, were it not for my captain and me 
— two soldiers, mark you me — might not, haply, 
have been so soon set a going. 

MadtUm. Ungenerous! 1 could not have spoken 
such cutting words to you, La Gloire. — My poor 
father only meant, that the wars might separate us. 
But I had a remedy for that, too, for all your un- 
kindness. 

La Gloire. Pish ! — remedy ? — ^well— psha ! — whaf 
was the remedy, Madelon ? 

Madclon. Why, 1 could have followed you to ths 
camp. 
La Gloire. And wouldst thou follow me then ? 
Madekm. Ay, surely, La Gloire : I could follow 
him I love all over the world. 

La Gloire. And bear the fatigue of a campaign, 
Madelon ? 

Madelon, Any thing with you. La Gloire. I war- 
rant us, we should be happy enough. Ay, and I 
could be useful too. I could pack your knapsack ; 
sing canzonets with you, to make us merry on a day's 
march; mix in the soldier's dance upon occasion; 
and, at sun-set, I would dress up our little tent, as 
neat as any captain's in the field : theui at supper. La 
Gloire, we should be as cheerful !- 

4 
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La Gioire. Now could I cut my tongue out for 
what I have said ! — Cuff me ; slap my face, Madelon ; 
then kiss me, and forgive me : and, if ever I bestride 
my great war-horse again, and let him run away with 
tne, and trample over the heart of my best friends, I 
wish he may kick me off, and break my neck in a 
ditch for my pains. — But — what — ha! ha! — what 
should we do with our children, Madelon ? 

Madelon. Ah ! mon Dieu ! 1 had forgot that : — 
but if your endeavours be honest, La Gloire, Provi- 
dence will take care of them, I warrant you. 



DUETT. — LA OLOIRE AH D MADELON. 

Madelon. Could you to battle march auay^ 
And leave me here complaining f 
I'm sure 'tuould break my heart to itay^ 
When you are gone campaigning* 

Ah ! non, non, jum ! 
Pauvre Madelon 
Could never quit her rover : 
Ah! non, non, nonf 
Pauvre Madelon 
Would go with you all the tcorld over* 

La Gloire. No, no, my love! ah! do not grieve ; 
A soldier true you'll find me : 
I could not have the heart to leave 
My little girl behind me. 

Ah ! non, non, non ! 
Pauvre Madelon 
Should never quit her rover: 
Ah ! non^ non, non ! 
Pauvre Madelon 
Should go uith me all the ivorld (fctr. 
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Both. Then let the world jog as it vnU^ 
Let hollow friff^ forsake uSy 
We both shall he as happy still 
As war and hv^ can make us. 

Ah ! non, nouj non ! 
Pauvre Madelon 
Shall never quit her rover: 
Ah ! non, non, non ! 
Pauvre Madelon 

Shall go with [^^^all the world over. 



La Gloire. By the mass, Madelon, such a wife a$ 
thou wilt be, would make a man, after another cam- 
paign, — for another 1 must have, to satisfy the 
cravings of my appetite, — go nigh to forswear th» 
wars. 

Madelon, Ah, La Gloire ! would it were so ! but 
the sound of a trumpet will ever lead thee after it; 

La Gloire, Tut — a trumpet ! — thy voice, Madelon^ 
will drown it. 

Madelon. Ah, La Gloire ! [Shaking her Head. 

La Gloire. Nay, then, I am the veriest poltroon, 
if I think the sound of a trumpet would move me any 
more than — [A Parley is sounded frofin the Walls^ — 
Eh ! — gad — oh ! — ecod there's a bustle ! a parley 
from the walls; which may end in a skirmish, or a 
battle — or a — I'll be with you again in the chopping 
off of a head. 

Madelon. Nay, now, La Gloire, I thought the sound 
of a trumpet 

La Gloire. A trumpet — simpleton! — that was a — r 
gad ( — wasn't it a drum ? — Adieu, Madelon ! I'll be 

back again ere — [Parley.] March ! — Charge ! — 

Huzza ! [Draws his Sword, and exit^ 

Madelon. Well-a-day ! a soldier's wife must have a 
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fearful time on't. Yet do I love La Gloire ; he is so 
kind, so tender! — and he has, simply, the best leg in 
the army. Heigho ! — It roust feel very odd to sleep 
in a tent : — a camp must be ever in alarms, and sol- 
diers always ready for surprise^— Dame Toinette, 
who married a corporal, ere I was born, told me, that, 
for one whole campaign, her husband went to bed in 
liis boots. 



SONG. — MADELON. 

lAttle thinks the tovmsmans wiffy 

While at home she tarries^ 
What must be the las^s life. 

Who a soldier marries* 
Now luith weary marching spent ^ 

Dancing now before the tent^ 
lArOf lirttj lira, lira, lira loy 

With her jolly soldier* 

In the camp, at night, she lies, 

Wind and weather scorning. 
Only grieved her love must rise. 

And quit her in the morning ; — 
But the doubtful skirmish done, 

Blithe she sings at set of sun; 
lAra, lira, lira, lira, lira la, 

With her jolly soldier. 

Should the captain of her dear 

Use his vain endeavour. 
Whispering nonsense in her ear^ 

Twofmd hearts to sever. 
At his passion she will scoff; 

Laughing, thus, she'll put him off^ — 
Lira, lira, Ura, lira, lira la. 

For her jolly soldier. [Exit 
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SCENE II. 



The T<yan Hall of Calms. 



Citizens, Soldiers, and Crier, diicovered. 

Crier. Silence! — An ye all talk thus, there's an 
end to conversation. Your silence, my masters, will 
breed a disturbahce. Mass, '(is hard that I, who am 
Crier, should be laughed at, and held at nought among 
you. 

AIL Hear! hear! 

Crkr. Listen. — The good John de Vienne, our go- 
vernor — a blessing on his old merry heart! — grieving 
for your distress, has, e'en now, called a parley on 
the walls, with the English ; and has chosen me, in 
his wisdom, to ring you all into the town hall, here; 
where, an you abide his coming, you will hear, what 
he shall seem to signify unto you. And, by out 
lady, here the governor comes I — [Rings.] — Silence ! 

AIL Silence ! 

Crier, Nay, 'tis ever so. An I were to bid a dumb 
man hold his tongue, by my troth, I think a' would 
cry " Silence," till the drum of my ear were bursten. 
Silence ! 

Enter JoHif de Vienne, Eustache de St. Pierre 
following. John de Vienne seats himself at the 
Head of the Council Table; Eustache sits in tht 
Front y among the Citizens. 

De Vienne. You partly know why I have here con» 
vened you. 
1 pry thee, now,— I pr'ythee, honest friends! 
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Summon up all the fortitude within you, 

Which you are masters of. Now, Heaven forgite me ! 

I almost wish I had not been a soldier;-^ 

For I have, here, a matter to deliver 

Requires a schoolman's preface. Tis a task. 

Which bears so heavy on my poor old heart, 

That 'twill go nigh to crack beneath the burden. 

You know I love you, fellow citizens: 

You know I love you well. 

All, Ay, ay ; we know it. 

De Vienni. I could be well content, in peace, or 
peril. 
To 'bide with you for ever. 

Bust. No one doubts it, 
I never, yet, did hear of governor, 
Spite of the rubs, and watchful toil of office. 
Would willingly forego his place. 

De Vienne. Why, how now ! 
Why, how now, friend ! dost thou come o'er me thus? 
But I shall find a time — it fits not now — 

When I will teach thee 'Sdeath! old J©hu de 

Vienne, 
A veteran, bluff soldier, bearded thus! 
And sneer'd at by a saucy— Mark you me! — [Risa, 
Well, let it pass : — the general calamity 
Will sour the best of us. — [Sits.] — My honest citi- 
zens, 
I once more pray you, think that ye are men : 
I pray you, too, my friends 

Bust, I pray you, sir, 
Be somewhat brief; you'll tire else. These same ci- 
tizens 
These honest citizens, would fain e'en know 
The worst at once. When members are impatient 
For a plain tale, the orator, (you'll pardon me,) 
Should not be- too long winded. 

De Vienne* ' Fellow, peace I 
Ere now Tve marked thee. — Thou art he, I take it,-« 
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H'is Eustache de St. Pierre, I think, they call thee — 
Whpm all the town, our very children, point at. 
As the most growling knave iu Christendom ; — 
Yea, thou art he. 

Eust, The same. The mongrels, here. 
Cannot abide rough honesty : — I'm hated, 
Smfjoth talking likes them better : — You,^ good sir^ 
Are popular among them. 

jilL Silence! 

Eust. Buz ! 

De Vienne. Thus, then, in brief* Finding we art 
reduced, 
By famine, and fatigue, unto extremity, 
I sounded for a parley from the walls ; — 
E'en now 't has ended : — Edward ordered forth 
Sir Walter Manny ; and I needs must own, 
A courteous knight, although an enemy. — 

I told him our distress. Sir Knight, said I— » 
And here it makes me almost blush to think 
An Englishman should see me drop a tear ; 
But, 'spite of me, it stole upon my cheek;— 
To speak the honest truth. Sir Knight, said I, 
My gallant men are perishing with hunger : — 
Therefore I will surrender. 

Eust. Surrender ! [The rest look amazed* 

De Vienne, But, conceive me. 
On this condition ; — that I do secure 
The lives, and liberties, of those brave fellows. 
Who, in this galling and disastrous siege, 
Have shared with me in each fatigue and peril. 

AIL Huzza I Long live our governor ! Huzza! 

De Vienne. I thank you, friends. — It grieves me to 
repay 
Your honest love, with tidings, sure, as heavy 
As ever messenger was charged withal. 
The King of England steels his heart against us* 
He does let loose his vengeance; and he wills, -^ 

II we would save our .city from the sword, 
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From wild destruction, — that I straight do send him 

Six of my first and best reputed citizens , 

Bare headed, tendering the city ke3rs; 

And, — 'sdeath, I choke ! — with vile and loathsome 

ropes, 
Circling their necks, in guise of malefactors^ 
To suflfer instant execution. 

[7'^e Citizens appear coiifounded, A Faust. 
Friends, 

I do perceive you're troubled : — 'tis enough 
To pose the stoutest of you. Who among you 
Can smother nature's workings, which do prompt 
Each, to the last, to struggle for himself? 
Yet, were I not objected to, as governor, • 
There might be found — no matter. — Who so bold| 
That, for the welfare of a wretched multitude, 
Involved with him, in one great common causey 
Would volunteer it on the scaffold ? 

Eust. [Rises,'\ I : 

E'en I ; — the growling knave, whom children point at« 

To save those children, and their hapless mothers, 

To snatch the virgin from the ravisher, 

To shield the bent and hoary citizen. 

To push the sword back from his aged throat, 

(Fresh reeking, haply, in his house's blood,) 

I render up myself for sacrifice. 

Will no one budge? Then let the English in; 

Let in the enemy, to find us wasted. 

And winking in the socket. Rouse, for shame ! 

Rouse, citizens! Think on your wives, your infants! 

And let us not be so far shamed in story. 

That we should lack six men within our walls, 

To save them thus from slaughter. 

De Vienne, Noble soul ! 
I could, for this, fall down and worship thee. 
Thou warm'st my heart. Does no one else appear, 
To back this gallant veteran ? 

UAire^ Eustache, — 

S3 
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Myself, and these two brothers my companions. 
All of your house, and mar of kin to you. 
Have ponder'd on your vord^: — ^wesure must die^ 
If we or go, or stay : — but, mbat weighs most — 
We would not see our helpkss little ones 
Butcht r'd before our eyes. Well go with thee. 

Bust, Now, by our good St. D(*nnis, 
I do li'el proud ! My lowly house's glory 
Shall live on record. What aro birth and titles? 
Feather^ for childrt-n. The plain honest mind, 
That branches forth in charity and virtue. 
Shrinks lordly pomp to nought ; and makes vain pe* 

digree 
Blush at nis frothy boasting. — We are four; — 
Fellows in death and honour. — Two remain 
To ;ill our numher. 

Dt Vitnnf. Pause a while, my friends; 
We yet have breathing time; — though troth butlittle.-r 
I must go forth, a hobtage to the Knglish, 
Till N u appiar. Break up our sad assembly; — 
Aiui, for tue rest, agree among yourselves. 
Woro J ho lime apt, I could well waste a year 
In prsiiin^ this your valour. [To £ustache« 

t.ust. Break we up. If any 
Can ^^ilui his sluf^gish courage to the pitch, 
MvVt mo anon i'lh' market-place : and, thence, 
Wnl \i»o march forth. Ye have but this, remember; 
Fithor plunjio hravelv into death, or wait 
IMI the full tide of blood flows in upon you, 
AikI »harae and >lau^hter overwhelm us. Come; 
\l\ m4dr |>artnexS| come! [Exeunt^ 
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SCENE III. 



An Apartment in the Governor's Home^ 



Enter Julia and Ribaumokt. 



Bibau. Yet, hear me, Julia- 



Julia. Pr'ythee, good my lord, 
^ress me not thus : my father's strict command— 
I must not say 'tis harsh — forbids me listen. 

Ribau. Is then the path of duty so precise. 
That 'twill not for a little deviate i 
Sweet, )et it wind, and bend to recollection. 
Think on our oaths ; yes, lady, (bey are mutual ; -^^ 
You said you loved ; I treasured the confession, 
As misers hoard their gold: nay, 'twas roy all.— 
Think not I chatter in tbe idle school 
Of whining coxcombs, where despair and deatU 
Are words of course ; I swell not fancied ills 
With windy eloquence : no, trust me, JuUftf 
I speak in honest, simple suffering : 
And disappointment, in my life's best hop^f 
So feeds upon my life, and wears me inw«ir4^ 
That I am nearly spirit-broken. 

Julia, Why, why this, my lord ? 
You urge me past a maiden's modesty. 
What should I say ?— In nature's cour*«» •■*' 
The parent sits at helm, in grey autbo| «^gg*^ 
And pilots the child's action: for my «•■««» 
You know what humour sways hind* 

Ribau. Yes, court policy ; . ^ ^ 

Time-serving zeal : lame, passive, '^^*?^'*J^^'*'^ 
To the stern will of power ; whicli «w»*»w 
/^% wide f^-oni true, iinpubiTe loyailJJ* 

f, 3 
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As puppet work from nature. O, I would 

The time were come ! — our enemy, the English, 

Bid fairest first to show a bright example ; 

When, 'twixt the ruler and the ruled, affection 

Shall be reciprocal : when majesty 

Shall gather strength from mildness ; and the subject 

Shall look with duteous love upon his sovereign. 

As the child eyes its father. Now, by Heaven! 

Old John de Vienne is tum'd a temporiser ; 

Making his daughter the poor topmost round 

Of his vile ladder to preferment. 'Sdeath ! 

And you to suffer this ! O, ^e^ ^Cy Julia! 

Twould show more noble in you to lay bare 

Your mind's inconstancy, than thus to keep 

The semblance of a passion ; meanly veiling 

Your broken faith with the excuse of duty. 

Out on't! 'tis shallow — you ne'er loved. 

JuUa. My lord, my cup of sorrow was brimfull; 
and you, 
I look'd not for it, have thrown in a drop. 
Which makes it overflow. No more of that : 
You have reviled my father : me, too, Ribaumont ; 
Heaven knows, I little merit it ! — My lord. 
Upon this theme we must not meet again. — 
Farewell ! and do not, do not think unkindly 
On her, you, once, did call your Julia. 
If it will sooth your anguish, Ribaumont, 
To find a fellowship in grief, why think 
That there is one, while struggling for her duty, 
Sheds many a tear in private. — Heaven be with you ! 

[Exit. 

Ribau. Stay, stay, and listen to me. Gone ! and 
thus too ! 
And have I lost thee — and for ever, Julia ? 
Now do I look on life as the worn mariner. 
Stretching his eyes o'er seas immeasurable. 
And all is drear and comfortless. Henceforward, 
My years will be one void ; day roll on day, 
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In sameness infinite, without a hope 
To chequer the sad prospect. O ! if death 
Came yoked with honour tome, I could, now^ 
Embrace it with as warm and wiUing rapture. 
As mothers clasp their infants. 

Enter La Gloire. 

Now, La Gloire ! what is the news ? 

La Gloire. Good faith, my lord, the saddest that 
ever tongue told ! 

Ribau. What is't f 

La Gloire. The town has surrendered. 

Ribau, I guessed as much. 

La Gloire. Upon conditions. 

Ribau. What are they ? 

Xfl Gloire. Very scurvy ones, my lord. — To save 
the city from sacking, six citizens must swing for it, 
in Edward's camp. But four have yet been found ; 
and they are 

Ribau. Who? 

La Gloire. Oh lord ! — all of my own family. — 
There's John d'Aire, Jacque, and Pierre Wissant; my 
three good cousins german, my lord : and the fourth, 
who was the first that offered, is — is ■ - 

Ribau. Who, La Gloire ? 

La Gloire. [Wiping his Eyes.'] I crave your pardon, 
my lord, for being thus unsoldier-like ; but 'tii — ^'tb 
iny own father. 

Ribau^ Eustache! 

La Gloire. He, my lord ! He! old Eustache de St. 
t^ierre: — the hones test, kindliest soul ! — I cannot talk 
upon't. — Grief plays the hangman with me, and has 
almost choked me already. 

Ribau. Why, I am courted to't. — The time, example;^ 
Do woo me to pay very wish. — Come hither. 
Two, it should seem, are wanting, to complete 
The little band of those brave men, who die 
To save their fellows, 
6 
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La Gloire, Ay, my lord. There is a meeting up» 
on't, half an hour hence, in the market-place. 

RUmu. Mark me, La Gloire : and see, that you 
obey me, 
Ev'n to the very letter of my orders. 
They are the last, perhaps, my honest fellow, 
I e'er shall give thee. Seek thy father out. 
And tell him this from me : his gallant bearing 
Doth school his betters ; I have studied o'er 
His noble lesson, and have learnr my duty* 
Say, he will find me in the market-place. 
Disguised in humble seeming; and I fain 
Would pass for one allied to him : and thence— 
Dost mark me well ? — I will along with him, 
£v'n hand in hand, to death. 

La Gloire. My lord, — I — I — [Bursts into ttars^faUa 
<m his Kneesj takes hold of Ribaumont's Hand^ and 
kisses it.] — I shall lose my father ; when he was gone, 
I looked you would have, been my father* The 
thought of still serving you was a comfort to me. — 
You are my commander ; and 1 hope I have, hitherto, 
never disobeyed orders ; but, if I now deliver your 
message, drum me out for ingratitude, as the greatest 
rascal that ever came into a regiment. 

Ribau, Pr'y thee, no more, La Gloire ? I am resolv* 
ed ; — 
My purpose fix'd. It would be bitter to thee. 
To see me die in anger with thee : therefore. 
Do thou my bidding ; close thy service up. 
In duty to my will. Go, find thy father; 
I will prepare within the while. — Obey me, — 
Or the last look from thy expiring master. 
Darting reproach, shall burst thy heart in twain. 
Mark, and be punctual ! [Exit. 

La Gloire. O, the Virgin ! Why was I ever attached 
to man, woman, or child ? 
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Eaiar EusTAcns de St. PiSRms. 

Etui. Where's thj commander, boy — Count Ri« 
baumont? 

La GkHre. O fi&ther! 

EmU. Peace! — I most a word with him. 
I have a few short thanks I would delivcr| 
Touching his care of thee : it is the last 
Of all my worldly, packages : that done, 
J may set forward on my journey. 

La Gloire. Oh, father ! I shall never go to be <) 
again in peace as long as I live. Sorrow will ket'p 
iny eyes open half the night; and when I drop into a 
doze at day-break, I shall be hang^ with you, iather, 
a score of times every morning. 

Emsi, I could have spared this meeting.^— Boy, I 
will not — 
Kor would I, had I time for't, ring a chime 
Qf drowsy document, at this, our parting* 
Kor will I stuff the simple plan of life. 
That I would have thee follow, with trim angkf| 
And petty intersections of nice conduct; 
'Which dotards, rotten in their wisdom, oft 
Will mark, in mathematical precision, 
Upon a stripling's mind, until they blur 
The modest band of nature. ThouVt a soldier } 
Tis said a good one ; — and I ne*er yet knew 
A rough, true soldier, lack humanity :— 
If, then, thou canst, with one hand» pMth aside 
The buffets of the world, and, with the other, 
Stretch'd forth, in warm and manly charity, 

Assist the weak, be thankful for the grounds 

work, 
And e'en let impulse build upon*t ; — thou needsl 
No line, nor level, formal age can givo thcet 
To raise a noble superstructure. Come ; 
Embra^ me;— when t)|y father sleeps in honour^ 
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Think that — [Embracing him^ he hursts into T(Wir*.]— 
my son, my boy ! — Psha ! pish ! this nature — 

Conduct roe to 

La GUnre. [Catching hold of him.] Hold ! hold !— 
We shall leap here, from bad to worse. I — I am bid^ 
den, father, to deliver a message to you. 
Etist. Be quick, then ; the time wears. 
La Gloire, No, truly, 'twill not come quick, I 
must force it out in driblets. My captain bids me 
say^ that — that brave men are scarce. Find six in the 
town, and you find all ; — so he will join you at the 

market-cross, and — go with you — to 

Eust. The scaffold ! 

La Gloire, Yes, the sea — that word sticks so in my 
throat, 1 can't squeeze it out, for the life of me. 
Eust, Why, this shows nobly now! our honest 
cause 
Is graced in the addition. Lead me — [Observing La 

G LOIRE, weeping.] — how now ? 
Out on thee, knave! thoul't bring disgrace iipoi^ 
me. 

By Heaven! I feel as proud in this, my death ; • 

And thou, the nearest to my blood, to sully 
My houscNg name with womanhood — Shame! shame! 
Where is the noble Ribaumont? [Goings 

La Gloire, Stay, father, stay ! I can hold it nq 
longer. I love Madelon too well to keep her waking 
o'nights, with blubbering over her for the loss of my 
father, and my captain: — another neck is wanting to 
make up the half dozen ; so Til e'en along, father, a« 
the sixth. 

Eust. [After a Pduse.] I know not what to answer* 
— Thou hast shaken 
My manhood to the centre.— Follow, boy ! 
Thy aim is honour; but the dreary road to't, 
Which thou must tread, does stir the father in me. 
'Tis such a nice and tickle point, between 
The patriot and the parent, that. Heaven knows, 
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I need a counsellor. — I'll to thy captain. 
With him, anon, you'll fitid me. [Exit. 

La Gloire. So! how many a lad, with a fair begin- 
ning of life, comes to an untimely conclusion ! — My 
poor Madelon, too! she little thinks that 

Madelon peeping in. 

Madelon, Hist! hist ! La Gloire! 

La Gloire, Eh ? 

Madelon, Why, where hast thou been, La Gloire ? 
I have been seeking you all over the town, I feared 
you would get into danger. Finding the Governor's 
gate thrown open, and all the city in confusion, I e'en 
ventured in to look for you. Where hast thou been, 
La Gloire ? 

La Gloire, Been ? no where — but I am going 

Madelon. Where, La Gloire ? 

La Gloire. A — a little way with my father. Hast 
beard the news, Madelon ? 

Madelon, Only in part. I hear the town has sur- 
rendered : and that six poor men are to be executed ; 
and march from the town gates. But we shall then 
be in safety. La Gloire. Poor fellows! I would not 
see them go forth for the world I 

La Gloire. Poor fellows! — a hem ! — :Ay, poor fel- 
lows ! True, Madelon ; 1 would not have thee shock- 
ed with the sight, I confess* 

Madelon, But, pr'ythee, La Gloire, keep at home 
now with me. You are ever gadding. You soldiers 
are so wild and turbulent— How can you. La Gloire? 
You must be present, now, at this horrid ceremony? 

La Gloire. Why, truly, I 1 must be present ; — 

but it will be for the last time, Madelon. 1 take little 
pleasure, in it, believe me. 

Madelon, I would thou wouldst home with me I I 
have provided, out of thy bounty, a repast for us this 
evening. My father, who has ne'er stirred out these 
three weeks. Is filled with joy for thy return; — he will 
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ftit at our table. La Gloire ; he will give us his bless^ 
ing, and wish us happy ia marria^ge* Come, you 
jihall not away, this evening, in sooth, now ! 

Ifi Gloire. 1 must, Madeioa \ I must* .The throng 
will press, and — and i may lose somewhat of value* 
rris seldom a soldier's pocket is heavy ; but I carry 
all my worldly goods about roe. I would fain not 
lose it ; so e'en be mistress on't till my return. Here 
is a casket; — with five years' wages from my captain; 
three quarters' pay from my regiment; and eleven 
marks, plucked from the bout of a dead English cor* 
poral: lis my whole fortune; keep it, Madelon, for 
fear of accidents; and if any cross accident ever 
should befall me, remember, you are heir apparent to 
the bulk of my property. 

Madelon. But why thus particular? I would you 
would stay quiet with me ! 

La Gloire, But for this once, Madelon ; and I 
ahall be quiet ever after. — Kiss me. So ; — Adieu ! 

Madelon. Adieu, La Gloire ! Q,emember, now, at 
night — r- 

La Gloire. Adiei;! — At night I — Mercy on me! — 
should I stay three minutes lonoer, my heart would 
rescue my neck ; for the breaking of one, would save 
the stretching of the other. \^Aside. — Exit, 

Madelon, How rich my La Gloire has got in the 
wars I My father, too, has sometning to throw in a^ 
9ur wedding: and, when we meet, we shall be tht 
^appiejBt couple in Picardy. 



80NG. — MADELON, 



I tremble to think f that my soldier's so bold; 
To see with what danger he gets all his gold; 
Yet danger all over^ 'twill keep out the cold. 
And we shall be warm when we're married. 



SCENBIV.] THE SURREKDBR 01 CALAIS. 49 

For riches, 'tis true that I coDet them noty 

Unless 'tis to better my dear soldier's lot; 

And he shall be master of all I have got. 

The very first moment we're married. 

My heart how it beats, but to look to the day^ 
In church, when my father will give me away! 
But that I shall laugh at, Fve heard many say, 
A day or two after we're married. [Exit* 



SCENE ITi 



Calais. 



A Gatef leading out of the Town, 



Enter CiTizEVS. 

I Cit. Stand back; they are coming. 

3 Cit, Nay, my masters, they will not forth, this 
quarter Of an hour. Men seldom move lightly on 
such a heavy occasion. 

4 Cit. Who are the two others thatliave fiUed up 
the number ? 

3 Cit. Marry, two more of old Eustache's family. His 
own son ; and the other, as 'tis rumoured, a relation, 
in the town, that few of us are acquainted withal. 

4 Cit, That's strange. 

3 Cit, Why, ay ; but when a IMUI chuses a rope 
for his preferment, few are founds cnviotts enough to 
dispute the title with him. — By tbe^food ! here the/ 
come ! 
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Enter Eustache de St. Pierre, Ribaumont, La 
Gloire, John d'Aire, J, Wissant, P. Wissant, 
going to execution : a Procession of Soldibrs, Fri- 
ars, N(JKS, Spc. accompanying them. — A solemn 
March ; then, a Halt, 

Bxbau. I pr*ythee, peace, Eustache ! I fain would 
'scape 
Observance from the rabhl?. Hurry o eif 
This irksome inarch ; and straightway to the camp. 

Eust, En«)ugh 'Set forth ! We are engaged, my 
friends, 
Upon a business here, which most, I wot, 
Do think ot moment; and we would not waste 
The time m idle ceremony. On ! — 
Ere w« are usher'd to the English camp. 
And most of you, I trust, will follow thither, — 
We will bestow the little time allowed us . 
|n manly leave-taking. Strike, and set onward ! 

Citizens* Bless our coi^ntrymen! Ble^s our delii 
verers ! 

GLEE. — By the Persons of the Procession, 

Peace to the heroes ! peace ! ivho yield their bloody, 
^nd perish, nobly y for their country's good ! 
Peace to their noble souls ! their bodies die ; 
Their fame shalljlourish long in memory ; 
Recorded still, in future years, 
Green in a nations gratitude, and teart^ 
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CHORUS. 

Sound I sound in solemn strains, and slow / 

DuUif beat the muffled drum ! 
Bid the hollow trumpet blow, 
In deaden' d tones, clear ^^rm, and low ; — 

for, see ! the patriot heros cwne ! 

[Towards the End of the Chorus, the Characters pro- 
ceed on their March out of the T&am ; and when 
the last Persons of' the Procession are going through 
ike Gates, the Ct^rtain drops. 



ACT THE THIRD. 
» 

SCENE I. 



An Apartment in the House o/* John de Viskne. 

Enter Julia, in Man's Apparel, and O'Carrol. 

Julia, Come on ; bestir thee, good fellow ! Thou 
must be my guide, and conduct me. 

OVarruL 'Faith, and I'll conduct you, with all my 
heart and soul ; and some good creature, I warrant, 
will be kind enough to show me the way. 

Julia. But art thou well assured, O'Carrol, of what 
thou bast informed me? 

(yCarrol. To be sure I am well assured ; for I in- 
forn^ed myself, and { nev^r yet c^tphed myself out iu 
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telling a lie. There was six of them, as tall fellows 
as any in France, with ugly ropes about their good- 
looking necks, going to the town-gates; and Count 
Ribaumont marched second in the handsome iialf 
dozen. The whole town foUowed them with their 
eyes, till they were as full of water as if they had been 
peeping into so many mustard pots. And so, madam, 
knowing he loves you better than dear life, (which, to 
be sure, he seems to hold cheap enough at present), 
and thinking you would be glad to hear the terrible 
Dews, why, I made all the haste I could to come and 
tell it to you. 

Julia, And thus, in haste, have I equipped myself. 
Come, good O'Carrol ; — dost think 1 shall 'scape dis- 
covery in these accoutrements ? 

O'Carrol, Escape ! — By my soul, lady, one would 
think you had been a young m&n, from the very first 
day you were born. Och ! what a piece of work a 
little trimming and drapery makes in a good fellow's 
fancy ! A foot is a foot, all the world over ; — but take 
the foot of the sweetest little creature that ever tripped 
over green sward, and if it doesn't play at bo-peep un- 
der a petticoat — 'faitb, I don't know the reason of it ; 
but it gives a clean contrary turn to a man's imagina- 
tion. But what is it you would be after now, Lady 
Julia? 

Julia. Something I will do; and it must be speedy : 
at all hazards, we will to the English camp, O'Car- 
rol : — opportunity must shape the rest. 

O'Carrol, The camp ? — O, 'faith, that's my ele- 
ment ; and Heaven send us success in it ! If an Irish** 
man's prayers, lady, could make you happy, your 
little heart should soon be as light as a feather-bed. 

Julia, I thank thee, my honest fellow : thy care foi^ 
me shall not long go unrewarded. 

O'CarroL Now the devil fetch rewarding, say I ! 
If a man does his best friends a piece of service, he 
must be an unconscionable sort of an honest fellowy to 
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look for more reward than the pleasure he gets in iu 
fisting them. 

Julia. Well, well ! each moment now ib precioub! 
Haste thee, O'Carrol; Time haswingK. 

(y Carrol. Ochi be asey, madam; we'll take the 
ould fellow by the forelock, 1 warrant him. Whtii 
honest gentlemen's business call% them ua a binali 
walk to the gallows, a man may set out a quarter of 
an hour behind them, and be certain of meeting iluiu 
upon the road: — and, now I bethink me, madam, li 
we go out at the draw-bridge, from the citadel, huid 
by the house here, we may be at the camp, ere the 
poor souls have marched their body round the baitU • 
mcnts. 

Jidia. Thou say'st well ; and we will forth thut 
way: 
n^will be most private too. Thou'lt follow me, 
O'Carrol ? 

Cf Carrol. Ay, that I would, to the end of the wid<i 
world, and a thousand miles beyond it. 

Julia. Yet, tarry here a while, till I prepare tlm 
nieans of our going forth. Join me a few niiuulc^ 
hence in the hall, O'Carrol. 
And, Fortune, frown not on a poor weak woman ! 
Who, if she fail in this, her last, sad struggle. 
Is so surrounded by a sea of grief 
That she must sink for ever ! [V'.^/ 

O'Carrol. And, sink or swim, HI to the b*^* - 
along with you. — Och ! what a sad thing it i\. ■ 
sorrow wet the sweet cheeks of a wouuui ! • 
now, I can't make out that same crying, loi u '' 
of me. My sorrow is always of a dry sort ; 1^ , . . 
me a sore throat, without ever troublib/ >.. 
about the business. The camp! Wei', «/' .< , 
heart: it won't be the iirst time I liftv« y^ ^^^-^ 
at a bit of a bustle. 
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made but one small mistakey aince I entered on btni- 
«e»s, 

2 U^ork. I pr'ythee, now, tell ne that. ■ 

1 Wwlu Twason oxecutioii darf; w« iNhteMdi^ 
thronged, and the signal was given fHllaodli;'%rlleii;JL 
pixe on it ! I whips me^ in haste, the hliHer ^Me^'the 
neck of an honc&t stander-by:«— and I jerks m^ hfia 
up to the top of a twenty foot gibbet* Maitt^ W 
true rogue escaped b/t ; for 'tnref a full hoUrm'tfci 
error was noted. But, hast heard wlii> A^^ilx'bK 
that will be here anon? • • 7 v.'< 

2 Work. Only that they be citiximflll Tbey'ttt«£!^ 
now coming hitherward. Some of our men have 
•eon them: they march, as 'tis feportedy>^«tAoflid(Mm 
doleful. . » •' • .^'' 'iA 

1 IFork. No matter ; tarry till they se^ m^ ^k ; 
— that's alt. An that do not content tblemj'^rk 
them for sour knaves. An a man be not'^batiiffi^ 
when a sets foot on my scaffold, say he i«*lmrS to 
please. Rot them, your condemned men, noiir«««iiys, 
have no discernment. I would I had the hangi^^ 
all my fellow craft! I should then havie someXjufces 
of my skill ; and merit would not go prBiseless.--Ji< 
FlouriskJ]— Sol — the king is coming — stand c)^r, 
now, neighbour :— an the king like not my staflbld, 
I am no true man. [^% go on the Seimld. 

Enter King Edward, Queen, HARCOvar^^ SA 
WAi.TER Manny, Aeund£L| Warwick, .Ta(Ai^ 
BEARERS, Standards, ^c /i 

Kmg. Yes, good Philippa, 'tis ^r fit m decree, r^ 
And a full wise one too ;— 'tis but just fecompehsi 
For near twelve weary months, their stubboriraes* 
Has caused us linger out before th^h* city. ■ ^ 

Should we not now resent, in future story 
Our English would be chronicled as dnllards^-^ "'^ 
These French would mock us for the snarl* ofwai*, 
Who bring our hauses on io«p sluggish Wci(^, '■ '■ '' 
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To iviQter it befdire their mould'rmg wa}tB ; ' 

Nay, every village, circled by a ditch, 

Would think itself • « town- impregnable ; 

^b^ ike fttU vfg^iir><»f our march^ and wojxy 

Our. 4i]^ies . wMi ' resistance* 

.., ! Qiic y iiv, 4tpd y6t, my liege, I canttot chuse but pity 

TCJMt vvpetche<i nteb» who do w most Buffer for it. 

..^iSTty^ Aisti€«;<tnadain,' i 

A^inute.ip herilern eKi^r(»se of bflicey 

I«^ c^^^pdreheiiaive iit*«tfsot ; ^and wheii 

She points her sword to the partkokir, • 

9imM|D^'«tlgenearaI goo4.-^' 

./!wi " ''>•'■ ' fSoloKm Musici at a DUt(m€t* 

^^v^^ajik ! ^hey^«onie. 

Are they within our lines ? 

; /*?w:' ^r They arev my liege. 

r S^r OelWer. up Sir John de Yieiine. 

[KiNa Ebward dud Qufe^N ieat themsehes on a 
. Tknme^ ttecied in the Camp^ on' thie occasion rftie 
' Execuiim. - 

jtSin^ Etjstache DB St. Pierre, with the Keys; 
iliBAUMONT, La Gloire, John jd'Ai&e, J. Wis* 
' 6AMTy and P. "WissAKT, with Halters round their 
Necks; a Multitude of French foUawimg» 

' King^ Are these the six must suf&f ? 

"Bust. Suflfer!— no: 

Vie do em brace' our fate :' we glory in't. 
li^eyj.whe stand forward, sir, to yield their Uves, 
A willing forfeit, for their countiys safety, 
When )tl|ey meet death, .meet- honour, and rejoice 
]ji the encounter. Sul^, is a term 
Th^ upright, and undaunted spirit, blots 
From death'B vocabulary. 

King, Now, b^sbrew thee, knave ! 
Thou dost speak bluntly. 

Eu^t, Ay, and cheerily. 
But to our purpose. — I am bidden, sir, : 



1 and my noble conradcs, kera, of Cidaisy 

Thus lowly, at yeur feet, to tender to you . 

Our city's keys; — {Kmeis 4md.U^$ the Ki^aitie 

F^ ^'tke 3i4ro«e.]TT*«nA ithey do guard a 

treasure ■ ■■>. !i) 

Well wortb a kiagV acceptance ; for thsy yield : 
A golden opportunity to mightiness ■:■ 
Of comforting the wretched. Take but theat* • . 
And turn our ponderous portals on the binge,:, .>i,:'( 
And you will dndy in every stjwet^ a docuDseutr^ ■ ;/ 
A lesson, at each step, fer iron power . .'. ; :.;/,- 
To feel for fellow men :--*-Our wasted soldi^K* i-y.^f^ 
Dropping upon their watch ; the dying aother v 
Wailing her famish'd child ; Ithe meagre son (^ '7\ 
Grasping his father's hand iik ageny^ .j >\ 

Till their sunk eyes exchange a feeble gkaoiy 
Of love and blessings aod they both expirfil« . /^ 
Jiiag. Your citiaens may thank tlueinseliQes, knft% 

wilfulness ^ . , - 

Does ever thus recoil upon itself. 
Euit, Sworn liegemen to their mas.ter|, and theii 

monarch, 
They have perform'd their duty, sir. 1 trust 
You, who yourself are king, can scarcely blame 
Poor fellows for their loyalty. Tis plain 
You do not, sir ; for now, your royal nature 
O ertlows in clemency ; and setting by 
All thought of crushing those beneath your feet. 
Which, in the heat and giddiness of conquest, 
The victor sometimes is seen guilty of; ',^v 

Our town finds grace and pity at your hands. i 
Your noble bounty, sir, is pleas'd consider : 

Some certain trifles we have suffered ; suck 
As a bare twelvemonth's siege-«-*a lack of food ; 7 
Some foolish grey-beards dead by't ; some few heaps 
Of perisih'd soldiers ; and, humanely weighing • V/ 
These nothings as misfortunes, cpaire our peopla : - 

3impily^$W«tMfl^lbf^.,aii^wd(mdtiii^ . _u.:i' 
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Mere logs in the commutiity, and prized 
For nothing but their honesty, come forth, 
Like malefactors, and be gibbetted ! 

King. Villain and slave! for this thy daring taunt, 
(Howe'er before we might incline to listen), 
We henceforth shut the ear to supplication. 

Eusi. Mighty sir ! 
We march'd not forth to supplicate, but die. 
Trust me, king. 

We could not covet aught, in your disposal, 
Would swell our future name with half the glory 
As this same sentence, which, we thank you fort, 
You have bestow'd, unask'd. 

King. Conduct them straight to execution ! 

Lairloire. [Adcancing to the left ^Eustache.] 
Father ! 

Eust, How now ? thou shakest ! 

La Ghire, Tisn't for myself, then. — For my own 
part, I am a man: but I cannot look' on our re- 
lations, and my captain, and on you, father, without 
feeling a something, that makes a woman of me.-«« 
But I 

Ewt, Briefly, boy ; what is't ? 

La Glmre: Give me thy hand, father I So-^f »M«t 
t/.] — And now, if I part with it, while a puif of 
breath remains in my body, I shall k>8e one of the 
most sorrowful comforts, that ever poor fellow in jeo- 
pardy 'fixed his heart Upon. Were I but well assured 
poor Madeion would recover the news, I could- ga 
off as tough as the stoutest. 

Bib, [Advances to the rigkl ^Eustacrk.] 
Farewell, old heart ! thy body doth incase 
The noblest spirit soldier e'er could boast. 
To face grim death withal. Inform our fellows^ 
Al th^ last moment given, < on- the scaffold, 
Wa will embrace^ an d [A Muffled Drum beats. 

Hark i the signal beats. 

Emi. Lead en. [They march up to the ScqfM 
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Soldier. [Witkoui,] You cannot pass. 
Jidia\ [WiikouiJ] Nay, give me way ! 

Enter JuhiA and O'Carrol. 

Julia. Stay, stay your hands I desist, or ■ ■ ■■■* ' 
King. How now I 
Wherefore this boldness ? 

Julia, Great and mighty King ! 
Behoid a youth much wrong'd. Men do esteem 
The Monarch's throne as the pure fount and spring * 
Whence justice flows : and here I cry for it. 
King. What is the suit thus urges? 
Julia. Please you, sir. 
Suspend a while this fatal ceremony,— * 
For therein lies my grief, — and I will on. 
King. Pause ye a while.— Young man, proceed. 
Julia. Now, Heaven! 
Make firm my woman's heart! [^ftde.}— Most royal sir ! 
Although the cause of this my suit doth wound 
My private bosom, yet it doth involve, 
And couple with me, a right noble sharer,-— 
Tis you, great sir, you are yourself abused ; 
My countrymen do palter with thee, King:— — ^ 
You did require 

Six of our citizens, first in repute. 
And best considered of our town, as victims 
Of your high throned anger. Here is one 

[Poiniing to RiBAVMoiiTt 
r single out, and challenge to the proof; — 
Let him stand forth ; — and here 1 do avouch 
He is no member of our city : 
He does usurp another's right ; defieats 
Your mighty purpose ; and your rage, which thirsted 
For a rich draught of vengeance, must be served 
With the mere dreg^ of our community. 
Bibau. [Jdmnc0i.] Shame 1 I shall burst! — tha 
dregs ! 
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King. Thou self-wilFd fool, 
Who would run headlong into death, what art thou ? 

R^au. A man : — let that content you, sir ! — ^Tis 
blood 
You crave, — and with an appetite so keen, 
*ris strange to find you nice about its quality. 
But for this slave. 

Who thus has dared belie me, did not ciroumstance 
Rein in my wish — (O grant me patience, Heaven ! 
The dregs !) — ^now, by my soul ! Vd crush the reptile 
Beneath my feet ; now, while his poisonous tongue 
Is darting forth its venom'd slander on me. 

King. I will be satisfied in this. Speak, fellow? 
Say, what is thy condition? 

Ribau, Truly, sir, 
Tis waste of royal breath to make this stir, 
for one, whom some few minutes hence your sentence 
Mast sink to nothing. Henceforth I am dumb 
To all interrogation: 

Kingn Now, by our diadem ! — but ans\?er you. 
What IS his stale ? — Say, of whose wreched place 
Is he the bold usurper } 

JuUa. Sir, of mine. 
He does despoil me of my title ; comes 
Bedeck'd in ray just dues ; which, as a citizen, 
(A young one though I be,) I here lay claim to, 
I am your victim, sir; dismiss this man, 
Who, haply, comes, in pity to my youth. 
And plucks the glory from me, which this ceremony 
Would 'grace my name withal, and let me die. 

OVarrol Die!— Och, the devil! did I come U) tU 
camp for this ?— Madam, dear, dear madam 1— 

King. The gjory ?— Why, by Heaven! A«>« ^>w. 
strong French 
Toy with our punishments ! 

For thee, ra^h stripling! who dost brav*ouf «*H5*'>*^> . 
Prepare to meet it. Yoke thee with dii» mtt!^^* . 



6s THY SUAftENDER OF CALAIS. [aOT HU ^ 

Whose insoleace hath roused our spleen, and, ttnughti 
You both shall suffer for't together. 

Julia. [Kneeling,] Sir ! 
Ere I do meet my fate, upon my knees 
I make one poor request. This man, great sir i 
(Tho' now, there's reason why he knows rae not,) ' 
I own doth touch me nearly. — I do owe him 
A debt of gratitude ; — ^'twould shock me.sore 
To see him in his agony ;-r-so please you. 
Command, that, in die order of our deaths, 
1 may precede him. 

King. Well ; — so be it, then. — 
Guards ! lead them forth.. 

Jtdiiu And might he — oh, dread sir! 
Might he but live, I then should bie at peace. 
King. Conduct them to their fate. 
Julia. [Rises,] Then, ere we go, a word at parting ;-t- 
For here your spleen o'erleaps the bound of prudence* 
The blood you now would spill, is pure and noble; 
Nor will the shedding of it lack avengers. 
Shame on dissuise ! off with't, my lord ! [To Ribau« 

MOMT^J — Behold 
Our France's foremost champion : and remember. 
In many a hardy fight, the gallant deeds 
For fame has blown them loudly King !) of Ribau- 

mont. 
Oft has he put you to't: — nay, late, at Cressy, 
Ask of your Black Prince Edward, there, how long 
Count Ribaunont and he were point to point* 
He has attacked our foe ; relieved our people ; 
Succoured our town, till cruel disappointment^ 
Where he had dx'd bis gallant heart, did turn him . 
Wild with despairing love. Old John de Vienne 
Denied his daughter to him ;— drove him hither. 
To meet your cruelty ; — and now, that daughter. 
Grown desperate as he, doth brave it, King ! 
And we will die together. 

[Runs and enlaces Ribaum omt. 
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Bibaui- Heaven !*-«y Julia ! ^ ^* ' 

Art thou then true ? — O ^ve me uttcYaiide ! 
Now, fortuue, do thy worst !— 

ITkrcwtqfhis Dtsguisr, 
You caimoty King ! 

You dikfe n9tj ibryocir lift, hiy «aviige hands 
On female innocence! — and, for myself^ 
£'en use your will. • - ^ 

[Kino descends from the Throne; Harcourt 
kneehmd^affh^ kk Arm; tmd tike QdEtK de- 
scends, and goes opposite to Mir Kino. 
King, Lady, you are frefe t——^ 
Our British Knights are famed ibr courtesy ; 
And it will ne'er,! trttst*, be' said an Englishmaa 
Denied prOte«tibn t& a-woiftart; Yon ' 
Must, under guards my lord 1 abide <mr pleasure :— 
For tiie remainder, they haVe lie«trd our wrll, 
And they must'Btfffer r 'tis^but fit we prove, 
Spi te of th c^ «^inate and dose defeitce. 
Our English exctellence. ' ' ' 

Qmemi [Kneels,] Oh ! then; fey irege. 
Prove it in mercy. 

War, ntfbt^air !' la^icri too far pusVd, is butchery : 
When manly victory o'erleaps its limits, 
The. tyrant blasts the laurels of the conqueror. 
Let it not dwell within your thoughts, my liege, 
Thus to oppress these mcht. And, royal sil* ! 
Since you were free to promise 
Whatever boon I begg'd, — now, on my knee, 
I beg it, sir. Release these wretched men : 
Make itie the^msMsof cheering the unhappy : 
And,.though my claifn tn^re tenfold what it is 
Upon youWboiiMfy, 'tw6tld reward me nobly. 

King. Rihe,- vnadam. Tho' it was our fix'd intent 
To awe' thcee' French, -by tevriblc example. 
Our promise ««)) I is sacred^ good Philippa. 
Your suit is won ; and we relax our rigour.—-^ 
Latsthcn^ fnik frM;* While wc do here pronounce 
A general pardon. 



i ' • 
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La Ghnrt. A pardon I no i-*-Oh HkOileiFuafy fin 




should live to unrope ray poor oldf.|!ilJher^.4m^'9M^t^J 



Enter Madklojt. , , -. « 



.t«:ii *■ * •■.■^V-" 






[5I« 0»if La Glotrj^ mk\'ii^^tfkk^pi^» Arm. 

Madelim. Qh! my po«^ ]U.,Qloii$!7-Mv fc^ir^ 

LaGloire. Tbat'&ng)it! Cry, Madel^.f^^^K^ ^r 
joy, wench!— Old £u»tache is sai&Jrr-Vy CifAuJI 
and relations free l-^U4!ie's:«'Whola Inndle oliiMHWdl 
necks recovered: miners tossed. in, in the limifpf 'ttHd 
well be married, Mad@fbn, to-niorrd^/ ^ ■- '" 

Kmg. Now,oiylor4i (orjovifT- c^ ' ^ ' 
Wc have» I trust, soinie jnfluencci he^is;^ , 
Kor will we quit your Iflfwn^untilt^fNS^ V >. 
Your marriage •oiennnised — [To Ri9AMJl 

aCarrd. Well, if 1 didn't know i^N^hat crying 
before, I have found it out at last. — ^T^^'it h. 
mighty pleasant relieving sort of a feel V^j^JfTt* 

King, Prepare we, then, to entf^r, C^af^i^'^Mj^ht' 
Give order to our march**- , . ; ■ ^ j; , ,,^*jy , 
Breathe forth, our instruments of .wani<aiid,^as,.^:-;^' 
We do approach the rugged walls, sound high d ei 
The strains of victory. ■ * • = , i . T 

' OtlAVD CHORUS, : * ' .--Tr.i 

JImt, rearwr EngUskbqmurijgft .}. ;, ^^ o .-• 
In token proud of victory I ' . ■• » y^ j. . .rZ 

Where'er our god of ktUttettridm^ : 

Loud sound the trump ofifmm^ 
Where'er the English xvarrior fides f - 

Maif laureVd conquest grace kUnmCf / ' 

[TEacunt omuet. 
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